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Intro 


Dive into 'Echoes of Love and Freedom,’ a captivating tale that explores the complexities of 
teenage romance. Follow Mike and Nancy as they navigate the ups and downs of young love, 
discovering themselves and their dreams along the way. Their story reflects the profound 
impact of relationships on personal growth, individual paths, and the influence of brief 
connections on life's journey. Get ready for a heartfelt narrative that captures the essence of 
love, growth, and the pursuit of freedom. 


Unveil the pages of 'Echoes of Love and Freedom,’ an enchanting narrative that delves into 
the transformative power of young love. Join Mike and Nancy as their paths intertwine, 
leading them on a journey of self-discovery, individual growth, and the complexities of 
teenage romance. Experience the echoes of their connection resonating through their lives, as 
they chase dreams, pursue freedom, and learn the lessons of the heart. Immerse yourself in a 
tale of love's influence and the beauty of finding oneself through the mirror of relationships. 


Reviews: 


Review 1: 


A Heartfelt Journey of Love and Growth 


"Echoes of Love and Freedom" is a remarkable literary gem that touched my heart deeply. 
The narrative beautifully explores the nuances of young love and personal growth, capturing 
the essence of what it means to be young and in love. The characters, Mike and Nancy, are 
relatable and authentic, and their journey resonates with anyone who has experienced the joys 
and challenges of teenage romance. 


What truly captivated me was the way the author weaved together themes of self-discovery 
and individual growth. As Mike and Nancy pursue their dreams and aspirations, their paths 
diverge, and yet the echoes of their brief relationship continue to influence their lives. The 
reflection on the impact of their connection is both poignant and thought-provoking. 


The vivid descriptions of the seaside resort, Mike's dating adventures, and the complexities of 
relationships were enchanting. I found myself immersed in the story, empathizing with the 
characters and eagerly anticipating their next steps. 


"Echoes of Love and Freedom" is a true masterpiece that celebrates the beauty of love, the 
pursuit of dreams, and the intricate tapestry of life's experiences. It's a book that will stay with 
me for a long time, reminding me of the magic of young love and the profound impact it can 
have on shaping our lives. 


Roxanne 


Review 2: 


An Evocative Tale of Romance and Self-Discovery 


"Echoes of Love and Freedom" is a literary masterpiece that expertly navigates the terrain of 
teenage romance and personal growth. The characters, Mike and Nancy, come alive on the 
pages, and their journey together and apart is both captivating and relatable. 


What struck me most was the authenticity of the characters' emotions and experiences. Mike's 
time at the seaside resort and his attempts at building new relationships are portrayed with 
incredible depth. The book's portrayal of his journey to find a loving and supportive 
relationship is both heartwarming and realistic, as he learns valuable lessons about himself 
and what he truly desires. 


Nancy's path, too, is a captivating exploration of how young love shapes our dreams and 
aspirations. Her choices reflect the complexities of life and the unexpected turns it can take, 
making her character incredibly authentic and relatable. 


The writing style is both lyrical and engaging, effortlessly drawing the reader into the world 
of Mike and Nancy. The narrative's ability to evoke emotions and spark reflection is a 
testament to the author's skill. 


"Echoes of Love and Freedom" is a treasure trove of insights into the human heart, 
relationships, and the journey to discover one's true self. This book left a lasting impression 


on me, reminding me of the power of love and the transformative nature of personal growth. 


Catherine 


Review 3: 


A Captivating Tale of Love's Influence and Freedom's Pursuit 


"Echoes of Love and Freedom" swept me away on a journey of emotions, dreams, and self- 
discovery. The story beautifully encapsulates the intricate dance of young love and the 
profound ways it shapes our lives. 


Mike and Nancy's story is both heartwarming and bittersweet. The exploration of their 
individual growth and paths diverging after their relationship is both relatable and poignant. 
As I followed Mike's experiences at the seaside resort and his attempts at new relationships, I 
found myself rooting for his growth and happiness. 


What sets this book apart is its ability to capture the essence of teenage romance while 
delving into the complexities of life beyond it. Nancy's journey to marry the boy she met at 
the end of the school year adds depth and dimension to the narrative, showing how love's 
echoes reverberate through time. 


The writing style is eloquent and evocative, creating a vivid tapestry of emotions and 
experiences. The book's ability to transport me into Mike and Nancy's world was truly 
captivating. 


"Echoes of Love and Freedom" is a treasure trove of life lessons, reminding us of the lasting 
impact of relationships and the pursuit of personal dreams. This book resonated with me on a 
profound level, leaving me contemplating the beauty of love, freedom, and the paths we 
choose to follow. 


Linda 
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Prologue 


This short novel is about the last highschool year of Mike and Nancy : how they meet, fall in love, go 
together for a while and then try to continue without each other. 


Mike: is almost 17 when they meet. He has a tall and lean frame. His light brown hair is 
usually slightly tousled, giving him a casual and approachable appearance. His grey-green 
eyes are deep and expressive, reflecting his thoughtful nature. Mike's smile is warm and 
inviting, making it easy for others to feel comfortable around him. He has a relaxed and 
confident posture, which hints at his self-assured demeanor. 


Mike sometimes acts over-spontaneous, loud and rude, but basically he is rather introspective 
and empathetic. He carries a sense of maturity beyond his years, and this is reflectief in his 
decisions and interactions. He values deep connections and meaningful conversations, which 
is why he finds solace in his relationship with Nancy. Mike's experiences have made him 
resilient, allowing him to navigate the challenges of love and growth with grace. As he 
embarks on a journey of personal development, he learns to balance his emotions and 
thoughts, ultimately leading him to find lasting love. 


Nancy: Physically, Nancy is captivating with her radiant smile and warm, inviting eyes. Her 
presence exudes an aura of positivity and charm. She has an elegant and graceful posture, 
which reflects her poised and confident personality. Nancy's long, flowing brown hair frames 
her face and adds to her allure. She dresses in a poised way, often opting for elegant, youthful 
outfits. 


Nancy has a vibrant spirit. She is driven and ambitious and possesses a strong sense of 
independence and determination to achieve her goals. Despite her ambitious nature, she is 
also caring and compassionate, which draws people toward her. Nancy's experiences in love 
and life shape her into a resilient individual who values both personal growth and meaningful 
connections. Her relationship with Mike offers her valuable insights into love, freedom, and 
the complexities of teenage romance, guiding her toward a future that embraces both her 
dreams and her heart. 


At the time when they meet, Mike is in search of emotional stability and certainty. Nancy, 
however first wants to discover more of the world and enjoy herself. 


Chapter 1: A Serendipitous Encounter 


The sun hung low in the sky, casting a warm golden glow over the schoolyard as the students 
gathered for the start of the last year of high school. The air was charged with a sense of 
anticipation, a mixture of excitement and nostalgia as the familiar faces reunited and new ones 
joined the fold. Among them were two souls, unaware of the serendipitous encounter that was 
about to change the course of their lives. 


Mike sauntered through the schoolyard with an air of nonchalance, his wavy brown hair 
dancing in the gentle breeze. His denim jacket adorned with patches showcased his rebellious 
spirit, a reflection of the counter-culture movement that had taken hold of the early seventies. 
His eyes, a shade of deep blue, sparkled with curiosity, always hungry for new experiences. 
As he scanned the bustling crowd, his gaze fell upon Nancy, a new face among the sea of 
familiar ones. 


Nancy stood by the garden, a serene oasis amidst the flurry of activity. Her long chestnut hair 
framed her face delicately, and her eyes, a warm hazel, held a depth that hinted at a well of 
emotions beneath her composed exterior. The soft floral dress she wore, reminiscent of the 
flower power era, seemed to echo her connection to the changing times. She observed the 
students around her with a mixture of trepidation and intrigue, as she adjusted to her new 
environment. 


It was in the midst of this vibrant atmosphere of a first school day of a new school year that 
their paths crossed, almost as if guided by an unseen force. Mike's gaze shifted across the 
bustling courtyard until it landed on Nancy. Her presence seemed to radiate a magnetic 
energy, pulling him in. There was something about her, an aura of authenticity and curiosity 
that drew him like a moth to a flame. 


As if responding to some cosmic pull, Nancy turned her head at that very moment, her eyes 
locking onto Mike's. There was a moment of suspended time, an unspoken recognition 
passing between them, before they both looked away, their cheeks tinged with a hint of color. 
The universe seemed to pause, allowing their souls to connect in ways that words couldn't 
convey. 


“John, who’s that tall boy over there, the one with the long hair?” she asked her brother, her 
voice tinged with curiosity. 


“Who? Oh, that one!" John replied, a knowing smile playing on his lips. "I told you already 
about him. He’s in our class. His name is Michael. Mike.” 


“Oooh, that is that Mike! The one you said is always causing trouble.” 

“Yes, that’s him!” 

Nancy couldn’t stop herself from taking a second look at the boy. As if he felt that she was 
looking at him, he suddenly looked back as well. Her heart skipped a beat, and she quickly 


averted her gaze, a blush creeping up her cheeks. She was caught in the act, and yet there was 
a thrill in knowing that he had noticed her too. 


Their connection, though brief, left a lingering impression on both of them. Mike's thoughts 
were filled with images of Nancy — her warm eyes, the way her hair caught the sunlight, the 
hint of a smile that played on her lips. Nancy found herself lost in thought, wondering about 
the boy who had looked at her so intently. It was as if a spark had been ignited within them, 
one that held the promise of something extraordinary. 


For Nancy, the day had begun with a mix of nerves and anticipation. It was her first day at a 
new school, and she had braved the unknown with a mixture of hope and apprehension. As 
the students were assigned to their new classrooms, she had found herself in a classroom 
unlike any she had experienced before. The small class community comprised only fifteen 
students, six of whom were girls. The rest were boys, each with their own unique aura and 
presence. 


In the room were twelve tables, neatly arranged with two chairs at each, waiting for the 
students to take their places. It was a comforting sight, a reminder that despite the newness of 
it all, they were here to learn and grow together. The teacher in charge, a warm and 
welcoming presence, reminded them that they were free to choose their seating partners, and 
could change places any time they wished, with the only caveat being that changes shouldn't 
disrupt ongoing classes. 


As Nancy scanned the room, her heart raced with curiosity. Who would she choose to sit 
beside? Who would become her companions on this journey? She observed the students 
around her, most of them engaged in conversations and laughter, each creating the first 
brushstrokes of the canvas that would be their shared year. 


Mike, among the students, exuded an air of confidence, his wavy brown hair hinting at a spirit 
unafraid of pushing boundaries. He was engaged in a lively conversation with another boy, 
his laughter filling the room with a vibrant energy. Nancy watched him from a distance, 
intrigued by the way he carried himself, the way he seemed to be fully present in the moment. 


When it was time to take their seats, Nancy shared a table on the second row with one of the 
other girls, April. April was a rather witdrawn girl, pretty in her own way, yet very silent. 
Nancy had immediately felt that this must be a girl who takes her studies seriously and since 
she too felt this last year was very important, she felt glad and happy with her choice. 


Mike had picked the last table in the same row as Nancy. She did not hear of see much of 
him that first day though, as for Mike, the rest of the day passed in a blur of new schedules, 
introductions, and catching up with old friends. 


Yet, as the final bell rang, signaling the end of classes, Mike found himself heading towards 
the schoolyard with an inexplicable determination. It was as if an invisible force guided his 
steps, drawing him closer to the schoolgate, where Nancy was waiting for John. 


He spotted Nancy standing by the garden, her eyes fixed on the horizon as if contemplating 
the mysteries of the universe. As he approached her, his heart pounded in his chest, a 
mixture of excitement and nerves. He hesitated for a moment, then gathered his courage and 
turned to her. 


"Hey," he said, his voice carrying a hint of his characteristic playfulness. 


Nancy turned to him, her eyes lighting up with surprise and curiosity. "Hey." 
"Great start to the year, huh?" Mike remarked, his hands tucked into his jeans pockets. 


Nancy chuckled softly, her laughter like a melody that danced through the air. "Well, it's only 
the first day. Let's see how it goes." 


Mike's gaze met hers, and there was an unspoken understanding between them. It was as if 
they were already privy to each other's thoughts, their connection defying the boundaries of 
time and space. They stood there, two strangers brought together by fate, sharing stories and 
laughter as the sun began to dip below the horizon. 


As the sky turned shades of pink and orange, casting a warm glow over the schoolyard, Mike 
and Nancy found themselves immersed in conversation. Their words flowed effortlessly, each 
sentence a bridge that brought them closer together. They talked about their favorite music, 
their dreams for the future, and the changes they hoped to see in the world. 


“You know, I really love the music of some of our Flemish singers," Nancy shared, her eyes 
lighting up with passion. "There's something about the way they express our culture and 
identity through their songs." 


Mike nodded, a small smile playing on his lips. "That's cool. Me, I'm a bit of a music junkie. I 
mean, I've got like a hundred thousand favorite songs," he chuckled. "CCR, Bob Dylan, Joan 
Baez, Rolling Stones, you name it. Music has this incredible power to connect people and 
evoke emotions." 


Nancy's eyes sparkled with curiosity. "A hundred thousand? That's quite a collection." 


Mike grinned. "Yeah, well, it's just a rough estimate. I believe that music transcends 
boundaries, and it's a way for us to share our thoughts, feelings, and dreams." 


Speaking of dreams, they both shared a longing for a future marked by peace, collaboration, 
and love. "You know what I dream about?" Nancy said at one point, her voice softening with 
hope. "A world where there's more love and understanding, where people come together to 
create positive change. And I hope we take more responsibility for our environment and the 
climate." 


Mike's eyes shone with agreement. "Absolutely. It's like we're living in a time of 
transformation, and we have the power to shape the future. Less domination and more 
cooperation, right?" 


Nancy nodded, a warmth spreading through her chest. "Exactly. It's about breaking free from 
the chains of the past and embracing a new era of freedom and authenticity." 


As they continued to talk, their voices blended with the fading sunlight, carrying their hopes 
and dreams into the evening breeze. A couple of times, Mike's fingers brushed against 
Nancy's as he gestured animatedly. Each time, the small, almost accidental touch sent a jolt of 
electricity through both of them, a tangible reminder of the connection they were forging. 
Their eyes locked again once or twice, and in those shared moments, they communicated 
without words, a silent understanding that went beyond the surface. 


When John appeared, Nancy's voice turned extra soft but filled with genuine warmth. "I guess 
I have to go now, but I'm really glad we met today, you know." 


Mike's grin was genuine, his heart racing in a way he couldn't quite explain. "Me too, Nancy. 
It's like... destiny, or something, isn't it?" 


Nancy's laughter was a beautiful sound that echoed through the quiet schoolyard. "Destiny, 
huh? Maybe." 


As the first day of the school year drew to a close, Mike and Nancy parted ways, their 
thoughts lingering on each other. 


As the sun began its descent behind the horizon, casting long shadows on the streets, Mike 
found himself walking home, his mind a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. The encounter 
with Nancy had left him feeling both exhilarated and perplexed, his heart and mind engaged 
in a dance of uncertainty. He replayed their conversation in his head, the easy flow of words, 
the shared dreams and hopes, and the unspoken understanding that seemed to linger in the air. 


"Man, what was all this?" Mike muttered to himself, his voice carried away by the evening 
breeze. Never before had he shared such deep and personal thoughts with someone he'd just 
met. Never before had he so openly discussed his dreams and aspirations, his yearnings for a 
better world. And never before had he felt such resonance, such unison, in the way his 
thoughts and dreams were answered by another person. 


As he walked, his footsteps echoing through the empty streets, Mike couldn't shake the 
feeling that he and Nancy had known each other for years. It was as if they shared a hidden 
connection, a bond that defied the boundaries of time and space. The way she looked at him, 
the way her eyes lit up when he talked about music and dreams—tt all felt so genuine, so real. 
The situation left him both light-hearted and heavy-hearted, a mixture of emotions that he 
struggled to comprehend. 


"What was this?" Mike repeated to himself, his brows furrowing as he wrestled with his 
thoughts. He had always been a free spirit, someone who followed his instincts and desires 
without hesitation. But now, he found himself at a crossroads, unsure of how to navigate the 
uncharted waters of this unexpected connection. It was both exhilarating and unnerving, like 
standing on the edge of a cliff, ready to leap into the unknown. 


Meanwhile, as Nancy walked alongside her brother John on their way home, her mind was a 
flurry of thoughts. She listened intently as John warned her about Mike, his words weaving a 
cautionary tale about the enigmatic boy she had just met. 


"Be careful around Mike," John said, his voice carrying a note of concern. "I know he's smart 
and all, but he's got a bit of a reputation. He got kicked out of his previous school for beating 
up a teacher, and last year, he caused quite a bit of turmoil here too." 


Nancy's brow furrowed as she absorbed John's words. She knew that people's pasts didn't 
necessarily define who they were, and yet the information he shared painted a complex 
picture of Mike. She listened to John recount how the planned school trip to Paris had been 
canceled because no teacher wanted to take responsibility if Mike was part of the group. 


"Maybe he had his reasons," Nancy mused aloud, her voice tinged with empathy. She couldn't 
help but wonder what had driven Mike's actions, what experiences had shaped his path. The 
world was a complex place, and everyone had their own struggles and challenges to contend 
with. 


John nodded, acknowledging her point. "Yeah, maybe. But just be cautious, okay? It's good to 
be friendly, but don't get too close. You never know what might happen." 


Nancy nodded in response, her mind still processing the contradictory information about 
Mike. She appreciated John's concern, his desire to protect her, but something about Mike's 
demeanor and their conversation had left a mark on her. It was as if there was more to him 
than met the eye, a depth that she was curious to explore. 


As they continued walking, Nancy couldn't shake the feeling that she was on the brink of 
something new, something that defied easy categorization. Her promise to John to be cautious 
hung in the air, but so did her own intuition, a sense that perhaps there was more to Mike than 
his reputation suggested. The encounter had left her with a mixture of intrigue and curiosity, 
and as they reached their doorstep, Nancy couldn't help but wonder how this unexpected 
connection would unfold in the days and weeks to come. 


From that very first conversation in the courtyard onwards, a subtle yet undeniable shift began 
to take place within Nancy. It was a shift that would come to define her interactions, her 
thoughts, and her heart in the days and weeks to come. An unspoken connection had formed 
between her and Mike, one that transcended the ordinary boundaries of social interaction. It 
was a connection that would weave its way into the fabric of her being, leaving an indelible 
mark on the way she perceived the world around her. 


As days turned into weeks, Nancy found herself developing a habit that would become an 
integral part of her interaction with Mike. Every time she had something to share with the 
group, a thought to express, or an opinion to seek, her gaze would invariably gravitate 
towards him. It was almost as if their eyes were drawn to each other by an invisible force, an 
unspoken understanding that needed no words to convey. 


When discussions arose and opinions were sought, Nancy's inquiries would always begin with 
Mike. She valued his insights, his perspectives, and his thoughts. It wasn't that she 
disregarded the opinions of others; rather, it was as if she instinctively sought out his input, 
his viewpoint, as if his words held a particular resonance that resonated with her own thoughts 
and feelings. The way he looked at the world, the passion with which he spoke about his 
dreams and ideals—it all held a magnetic pull that she couldn't resist. 


On the surface, it might have seemed like an ordinary preference, a simple inclination towards 
a fellow classmate. But beneath the surface, within the depths of her heart and soul, Nancy 
recognized that this connection was anything but ordinary. It was as if an unspoken language 
had developed between them, a silent conversation that transcended the spoken word. They 
were like two souls conversing in a realm of their own, where the rest of the world faded into 
the background, and only their shared presence remained. 


And as for Mike, the impact of their encounter reverberated through his every fiber. The 
memory of their conversation, the way Nancy's hazel eyes had met his with an intensity that 
left him both electrified and unnerved—tt all played on a loop in his mind. He found himself 


captivated by her, drawn to her in a way he had never experienced before. It was as if she had 
unlocked a door within him, a door that had remained closed until that moment. 


Her presence lingered in his thoughts long after their conversation had ended, her words 
echoing in his mind. He would find himself replaying their interactions, analyzing her 
expressions, dissecting the way she responded to his words. It was a strange mixture of 
curiosity and longing, a desire to understand what had transpired between them and why it 
had left such a profound impact. 


He couldn't quite put it into words, but he knew that there was something special about 
Nancy. Something that stirred his emotions, ignited his passions, and made him question the 
very fabric of his being. It was as if she had touched a part of him that had remained dormant, 
awakening a side of him that he had never fully explored. 


And so, as the days turned into weeks and the connection between them deepened, Mike 
found himself wrestling with a whirlwind of emotions. Confusion, curiosity, exhilaration, and 
apprehension—they all swirled within him, creating a storm of sensations that he struggled to 
navigate. He had always prided himself on his free-spirited nature, his ability to live in the 
moment and embrace life's uncertainties. But now, he found himself faced with a different 
kind of uncertainty, one that was both exhilarating and unsettling. 


As Nancy's gaze continued to seek his, and as their interactions continued to unfold, Mike 
couldn't deny the unspoken bond that existed between them. It was a bond that transcended 
the boundaries of mere friendship, a connection that held the promise of something more, 
something deeper. He felt a pull towards her, an inexplicable force that tugged at his 
heartstrings and left him yearning for more. 


Deep within, Mike recognized that there was something exceptional about Nancy. Something 
that defied easy explanation, something that transcended the realm of logic and reason. He 
couldn't quite put his finger on it, but he knew that he had never felt this way before. It was a 
mixture of excitement and vulnerability, a heady cocktail of emotions that left him both 
intoxicated and cautious. 


And so, as they navigated the corridors of their high school and the pathways of their hearts, 
both Mike and Nancy were left grappling with the magnitude of their connection. It was a 
connection that defied categorization, that defied societal norms and expectations. It was a 
connection that held the potential to change their lives, to reshape their perspectives, and to 
lead them on a journey of self-discovery and shared exploration. 


In the quiet moments of reflection, when the world around them faded into the background, 
they each pondered the question that lingered unspoken between them: Was this love? It was 
a question that had no easy answers, a question that would be explored, examined, and 
contemplated in the days and chapters to come. But for now, as they walked their separate 
paths yet remained connected by an invisible thread, one thing was certain—what they shared 
was something exceptional, something worth cherishing, something holly. 


And so, as the night settled in and the stars began to twinkle in the dark sky, both Mike and 
Nancy found themselves grappling with the complexities of their feelings and the 
uncertainties of the future. Each step they took marked the beginning of a journey, a journey 
that would see them navigate the uncharted territory of their emotions, their dreams, and the 


undeniable connection that had sparked between them. As the world slept, they were left to 
contemplate the mysteries of fate, the enigma of destiny, and the echoes of a serendipitous 
encounter that had left an indelible mark on their hearts and minds. 


In the quiet moments of the evening, as stars began to twinkle in the darkening sky, they each 
found themselves replaying the conversations, the laughter, and the shared moments that had 
unfolded. Little did they know that their serendipitous encounter marked the beginning of a 
journey that would see them navigate the ups and downs of life, love, and freedom in the 
tumultuous seventies. 


And as they lay in their respective beds that night, the memories of their meeting painted 
vivid pictures in their minds. Mike's thoughts were filled with Nancy's laughter, her eyes, the 
way her voice carried a hint of warmth that made him feel understood. Nancy's mind 
wandered to the way Mike's eyes crinkled when he laughed, the easy way he spoke about his 
dreams and his desire to make a difference in the world. 


And so, the story of Mike and Nancy began, two souls brought together by chance, destiny, or 
perhaps something even more profound. Their journey would be one of shared dreams, 
heartfelt conversations, stolen glances, and a love that transcended the boundaries of time and 
space. The universe had set their paths on a collision course, and from that serendipitous 
encounter, an epic love story would unfold. 


As the night grew darker and the world outside fell silent, Mike and Nancy drifted into 
dreams. 


Chapter 2: Unveiling Hearts 


The school day began like any other, the halls bustling with students making their way to their 
respective classrooms. It was amidst this bustling atmosphere that the little class community 
revealed its intricate dynamics. Outside the classroom, the students were never together: they 
always split into three distinct groups, each forming a stable circle of conversation and 
camaraderie. 


As the days went by, Nancy observed this social landscape with a mixture of curiosity and 
trepidation. She watched as the groups formed and conversations flowed, wondering where 
she might fit in. For someone who had recently entered this close-knit community, navigating 
these dynamics was akin to stepping onto unfamiliar terrain. 


John, her brother, took on the role of a wanderer, traversing between the groups, keen on 
establishing connections with everyone. His outgoing nature made him a bridge between the 
different circles, a presence that brought a touch of familiarity to each one. 


Mike, however, stood firmly rooted within his group. Nancy noticed that there was an air of 
admiration around him, an unspoken acknowledgment of his charisma and perhaps, his 
rebellious reputation. For Nancy, this made the prospect of joining his group both exciting 
and intimidating. 


It wasn't until the third day of the new school year that Nancy decided to take the plunge. She 
stepped into Mike's circle, her presence immediately drawing the attention of the boys. She 
was the only girl in the group, and perhaps because of that, she was treated with an 
unexpected level of respect. Her thoughts and opinions were listened to attentively, her 
presence adding a fresh dynamic to their conversations. 


Initially, John also joined the group, driven by a protective instinct towards his younger sister. 
Yet, as the discussions continued, he found himself growing bored. The topics being 
discussed—school matters, politics, movies, and even philosophy—didn't hold his interest. He 
realized that Nancy was not only capable of holding her own but was also engaged and 
enthusiastic about the discussions. 


For Nancy, these conversations were like a window into a world she had never fully explored 
before. The guys delved into matters that extended beyond the classroom walls, touching on 
societal issues, the complexities of governance, and the ideologies that shaped their world. It 
was fascinating to see their perspectives unfold, to witness the diverse ways they thought and 
reasoned. 


On the very first day, Mike's eyes lit up as he recounted a visit to a local exhibition. He spoke 
with passion about a statue he had seen there—a cyborg named Progress. The statue was a 
symbol of hope and possibility, an invitation to face challenges head-on and collaborate with 
respect. Nancy was intrigued by Mike's description, yet when he invited her to visit the 
exhibitiin with him, she felt a twinge of unease. She knew that her parents wouldn't 
understand such an unconventional perspective, and she had never been to an exhibition 
outside the confines of formal school visits. 


The discussions continued, each day bringing forth new topics for exploration. The movie 
"Hair" became a focal point of one particular conversation. Mike's declaration that "anarchy is 


no solution" sparked a spirited debate. George countered with the assertion that authoritarian 
systems and dictatorships were equally flawed. Democracy, however, was not spared from 
scrutiny. The energy and time it demanded, the compromises it necessitated—were these too 
high a price to pay for a system that often seemed mired in bureaucracy and partycracy? 


Nancy found herself drawn into these discussions, her own ideas and beliefs slowly taking 
shape. For now, she mostly listened and thought, processing the diverse range of opinions 
around her. Yet, she also recognized that her presence wasn't just passive; it was a 
contribution in itself, a unique perspective that added depth to the conversations. 


One day, as they walked back to the classroom after a particularly engaging discussion about 
the meaning of life, Mike turned to Nancy with a smile. "You were so silent today," he 
observed. Nancy smiled back, her thoughts already racing towards the topic of conversation. 
Unexpectedly, they started discussing existentialism, a subject that seemed to align with their 
philosophical inclinations. 


As their conversation flowed, it became apparent that they were on the same wavelength, their 
thoughts intertwining in a dance of ideas. The bell rang, signaling the start of the religion 
class, but they both knew that their conversation was far from over. Making a spontaneous 
decision, they chose to skip the class and continue their dialogue elsewhere. 


The minutes raced by, the conversation meandering through the corridors and hidden corners 
of the school. They explored questions about existence, purpose, and even the nature of 
reality. Their exchange was a true meeting of minds, a connection that transcended the surface 
and delved into the depths of their intellects. 


It was only when they finally returned to the classroom, fifty minutes later, that reality 
reasserted itself. Mike's exclamation broke the spell. "Oh my god, I forgot my math books!" 
he sighed, a hint of exasperation in his voice. "Could you share a table with me and help me 
out?" he asked, his eyes meeting Nancy's. 


Her smile was warm and genuine as she agreed, her heart racing at the prospect of spending 
more time with him. And as they shared a table, their heads bent over the math problems 
before them, there was an unspoken understanding between them. It was a connection that 
extended beyond the classroom discussions, a connection that seemed to grow stronger with 
every passing moment. 


In those shared moments of intellectual exploration and casual companionship, Nancy and 
Mike found themselves unveiling more than just their thoughts and ideas. They were 
unveiling their hearts, allowing their connection to deepen and flourish in ways they could 
have never anticipated. The journey they had embarked upon was not just one of shared 
interests; it was a journey of shared emotions, shared dreams, and the gradual unraveling of 
the tapestry of their souls. 


This became all the more tangible in the way they felt, sitting so close together at the school 
table. Whenever they looked at each other and more each time they “accidentally” touched, 
they felt their blood rush and their breathing change. “I'm walking on clouds" Nancy 
diagnosed herself, adding desperately: “oh, sweet lord, don’t make me fall!” 


An odd mixture of excitement and nervousness coursed through both of them. The proximity 
that they had shared during their conversations outside of class suddenly felt amplified within 
the confines of the classroom. The scent of chalk and textbooks hung in the air, but it was the 
unspoken tension between them that seemed to occupy the space. 


Nancy stole a quick glance at Mike, her heart racing at the thought of spending the entire 
math class right beside him. She noticed the way his fingers tapped rhythmically against the 
edge of the table, a telltale sign of his restless energy. His eyes, normally bright and curious, 
seemed a touch distant today, as if his thoughts were elsewhere. 


Mike, on the other hand, couldn't help but feel acutely aware of Nancy's presence beside him. 
He could feel her warmth radiating, a comforting contrast to the cool air of the classroom. Her 
diligent focus on the math problems before them was mirrored by his own concentration, but 
he found himself stealing glances at her when he thought she wasn't looking. 


As their teacher began explaining the day's lesson, both Nancy and Mike tried their best to 
focus on the material at hand. Yet, their minds occasionally wandered, caught in a whirlwind 
of thoughts that centered around the person sitting just inches away. 


Nancy's thoughts drifted back to their conversations in the courtyard, the discussions about 
dreams, ideals, and hopes for the future. She found herself marveling at the way Mike's 
enthusiasm had animated those topics, his eyes lighting up with a passion that was both 
contagious and inspiring. She wondered if he ever realized just how captivating he could be 
when he talked about things that truly mattered to him. 


Mike, on the other hand, found himself entranced by Nancy's quiet determination. He admired 
the way she approached each math problem with careful consideration, her brow furrowed in 
concentration. It was as if her dedication extended to every facet of her life, a quality he found 
both intriguing and admirable. 


During a brief pause in the teacher's lecture, Nancy's eyes inadvertently met Mike's. There 
was a fleeting moment of connection, a shared awareness of the underlying current that 
seemed to bind them together. She felt a slight flush creeping up her cheeks and quickly 
returned her gaze to her notebook, willing her racing heart to calm down. 


Mike, for his part, felt a rush of warmth at their brief eye contact. He wanted to say 
something, to break the tension with a playful remark or a casual smile, but he found himself 
momentarily tongue-tied. Instead, he focused on the math problems in front of him, his mind 
still buzzing with the memory of their earlier conversations. 


As the class continued, their interactions remained limited to shared glances and the 
occasional exchange of a knowing smile. Each passing minute seemed to draw them closer, 
the unspoken bond between them growing stronger with every heartbeat. 


When the class finally came to an end, Nancy and Mike gathered their belongings, their 
fingers brushing against each other again as they reached for their books. There was an 
unspoken understanding between them, a silent acknowledgment of the connection that had 
been forged through their shared experiences and conversations. 


As they left the classroom and joined the throng of students in the hallway, Nancy found 
herself replaying the moments of the class in her mind. She couldn't quite put her finger on it, 
but sitting beside Mike had felt strangely comforting, as if they were united by an invisible 
thread that defied explanation. 


Mike, too, walked with a sense of quiet contentment. He marveled at the serendipity that had 
brought them together, the chance encounters and conversations that had begun to weave a 
tapestry of connection between them. And as he caught Nancy's eye once more in the 
hallway, he couldn't help but feel a surge of anticipation for the next time they would share a 
table and their thoughts once again. 


Later that afternoon, as Nancy walked alongside her brother John on their way home, a 
heaviness settled in the air between them. John's expression was stern, his brows furrowed in 
displeasure. Nancy felt a mixture of guilt and frustration, knowing that a storm was brewing. 


"You know, Nancy, I can't help but notice how much time you've been spending with Mike 
lately," John finally said, his voice laced with bitterness. 


Nancy sighed, her shoulders slumping slightly. "John, it's not what you think. We've just been 
having interesting conversations, that's all." 


John's frustration was palpable. "Interesting conversations? Nancy, you're only just starting at 
this new school, and already you're skipping classes to be with him. And don't think I haven't 
noticed how you run to him every chance you get." 


Nancy's eyes dropped to the ground momentarily before she mustered the courage to respond. 
"John, you have to understand, Mike isn't what he appears to be. He's really smart and 
thoughtful. He's passionate about ideas and discussions that matter." 


John's eyes narrowed in disbelief. "Passionate about ideas? That doesn't change the fact that 
he has a history of causing trouble. And don't forget, you promised to be careful around him." 


Nancy's voice trembled slightly as she tried to explain. "I know what you're saying, John, but 
he's different. He's not just some troublemaker. He's... he's genuine." 


John let out an exasperated sigh. "Nancy, I'm your brother, and I'm just worried about you. I 
don't want you getting caught up with someone who could lead you down the wrong path." 


Tears welled up in Nancy's eyes as she tried to hold back her emotions. "You don't 
understand, John. We're just friends, and we're having real conversations about things that 
matter to us." 


John's tone softened slightly as he reached out to comfort his sister. "I do understand that, 
Nancy. But you have to be careful. I don't want you getting hurt." 


As they walked in silence for a few moments, Nancy's internal struggle was evident. She 
respected her brother's concern, but she also felt a strong connection to Mike that she couldn't 
easily dismiss. She didn't want to betray her brother's trust, but she also didn't want to let go 
of the opportunity to explore a friendship that felt so profound. 


Finally, Nancy spoke up, her voice wavering but determined. "John, I promise you, I'll be 
careful. I won't let things go too far. But please try to understand that I see something in Mike 
that you might not. He's not just a troublemaker; he's someone who challenges me to think, to 
question, and to dream." 


John sighed, his grip on Nancy's shoulder gentle. "I know you have a big heart, Nancy. I just 
don't want to see you hurt." 


Nancy nodded, her heart heavy with conflicting emotions. "I appreciate your concern, John. 
And I promise I'll be more mindful of my decisions." 


As they continued their walk home, the tension began to ease, replaced by an unspoken 
understanding between the siblings. While their perspectives differed, there was an 
undeniable bond of love and protection that they shared. In the midst of their differences, they 
both wanted what was best for each other, even if they didn't always agree on what that 
looked like. 


After a moment, Nancy spoke up, her voice soft but resolute. "John, I hear you. And I 
appreciate your concern. But please try to understand that Mike is more than what people say 
about him. He's someone who challenges me to think, to question, and to dream." 


John's expression softened, his protective instincts still strong. "I know you're a smart girl, 
Nancy. I just want you to be cautious. And if things start getting out of hand, promise me 
you'll talk to me." 


Nancy nodded, her heart a mixture of gratitude and sadness. "I promise, John. I won't let 
things spiral out of control." 


As the sun dipped lower in the sky, casting a warm orange glow, the siblings walked in 
silence, their bond still strong despite their differences. In that moment, they both knew that 
their love for each other would always be the guiding force in their lives, even when their 
paths diverged. 


It was a heavy and bittersweet walk home for Nancy and John. The weight of their 
conversation hung in the air, casting a shadow over what was once their easy camaraderie. 
John’s stern words and worried expressions had left an indelible mark on Nancy’s heart, even 
as she grappled with her own conflicting emotions. 


As they reached their front door, John turned to Nancy, his features softening with a mixture 
of concern and regret. "Look, Nancy, I didn’t mean to come down so hard on you. It’s just... 
you’re my little sister, and I worry about you. Especially with a guy like Mike." 


Nancy offered a small, sad smile. "I know, John. I know you’re looking out for me." 


John sighed, his tone carrying a hint of remorse. "I just don’t want to see you get hurt. You 
deserve better than that." 


Nancy nodded, appreciating her brother’s protective nature, even if it clashed with her own 
desires. "I understand, John. And I promise I'll be careful." 


They stood there for a moment, the unspoken bond between them stronger than any argument. 
Despite the tension, there was an unbreakable thread of love that connected them, reminding 
them of the years they had spent growing up side by side. 


"I’m here for you, you know," John said softly, his gaze locked with Nancy's. 


Nancy’s eyes glistened with unshed tears. "I know, John. And I appreciate it more than you 
know." 


John reached out and pulled her into a tight hug. It was a silent affirmation of their sibling 
bond, a reminder that no matter what challenges they faced, they had each other’s backs. 


"Tl talk to you if things start getting complicated," Nancy whispered into his shoulder, her 
voice muffled. 


John squeezed her tighter before pulling away, his hand cupping her cheek. "Just promise me 
you won’t lose sight of what’s important, okay? Your happiness and safety matter more than 
anything else." 


Nancy nodded, her eyes locking with her brother’s. "I promise, John. I'll be careful, and I 
won’t let things go too far." With a final smile, John ruffled her hair affectionately. "Alright 
then. We’ ll take it one step at a time." 


As they entered their home, the weight of the conversation still hung over them, but there was 
also a sense of understanding and acceptance. John might not fully comprehend Nancy’s 
connection with Mike, but he trusted her judgment, and that meant the world to her. 


In the quiet moments before bed, as Nancy lay in her room, she found herself reflecting on the 
day’s events. She understood John’s concerns, but she also couldn’t ignore the spark of 
connection she felt with Mike. It was a delicate balance she would have to navigate, but one 
thing was clear: her heart was leading her in a direction she couldn’t ignore. And as she 
closed her eyes, her thoughts turned to Mike and the conversations that had ignited something 
within her—a yearning for connection, understanding, and a shared journey of discovery. 


After the conversation with John, Nancy attempted to maintain a bit more distance from 

Mike. She still joined his group during breaks, but she deliberately positioned herself so as not 
to be directly beside him. Yet, it proved to be a futile effort. The undeniable attraction 
between them persisted, and their classmates had begun to notice, making it clear that their 
connection was becoming more evident by the day. 


In the next couple of days, Nancy's attempts to create distance from Mike were met with 
mixed results. Despite her efforts, she caught glimpses of another side of him that she hadn't 
anticipated. This version of Mike was brash, defiant, and even a bit rebellious. It was a side of 
him that both intrigued and unnerved her. 


Nancy found herself observing Mike as he dared to challenge teachers and authority figures. 
He nonchalantly disregarded direct orders, sitting with his legs stretched out and his feet 
resting on the table, seemingly unafraid of the consequences. In one instance, during a 
discussion with the religion teacher, he boldly expressed his skepticism about the existence of 
God and criticized organized religion for being responsible for much of the world's conflict. 


In the economics class, Mike took the opportunity to voice his belief in the ideas of Marx, 
arguing that true communism had never been allowed to flourish due to the interference of 
capitalists. His words were confident, his arguments well-reasoned, yet they were delivered 
with an air of defiance that made Nancy both impressed and slightly uneasy. 


On another occasion, Nancy witnessed a different side of Mike's abilities. In a language class, 
he lost points during an oral test for responding "right of the chimney" instead of "left" when 
asked about a person's location. He immediately challenged the teacher's assumption, 
questioning whether she believed he didn't understand the difference between right and left. 
When the teacher explained that his answer indicated he hadn't studied the lesson, Mike's 
frustration escalated. He challenged the nature of language learning, questioning whether the 
goal was to truly understand and communicate or simply to regurgitate pre-defined texts. 


At moments like these, Nancy observed Mike's passion transforming into verbal aggression 
and personal attacks. She couldn't help but wonder about the origins of this combative side of 
him. As she listened to him speak, she detected a hint of bitterness and resentment, which 
only fueled her curiosity about his past. 


John's words echoed in Nancy's mind as he walked her home one afternoon. "You see, he gets 
along with everybody, as long as everybody agrees with what he says." She was forced to 
acknowledge the truth in John's observation. Mike's strong convictions and quick temper 
seemed to create a barrier between him and those who didn't share his perspective. It was a 
complex and perplexing aspect of his personality that Nancy grappled with, unsure of how to 
navigate these contrasting sides of the person who had captured her heart. 


As the days passed, Nancy found herself drawn to the enigma that was Mike. She recognized 
that beneath the surface, there was a well of emotions and experiences that had shaped him 
into the person he was. While she was captivated by his intellect and passion, she was also 
wary of his tendency to clash with authority figures and his readiness to resort to aggression. 


And so, as she continued to navigate her way through her interactions with Mike, Nancy 
found herself torn between the undeniable attraction they shared and the uncertainty of what 
lay beneath the surface. The more she discovered about him, the more she realized that the 
journey ahead was bound to be both exhilarating and unpredictable, as they navigated the 
complexities of their evolving connection. 


Chapter 3: Captivating Conversations 


Three days. That's how long Nancy managed to avoid being alone with Mike. Despite her best 
efforts, she found herself drawn to him, irresistibly pulled by the magnetic force of their 
connection. The third day, however, circumstances conspired to bring them together in an 
unexpected way. 


The geography teacher had fallen ill, leaving the students without supervision for the hour. 
The initial silence was short-lived as groups began to form, chatting and laughing animatedly. 
Nancy observed the scene, feeling a mix of reluctance and curiosity. She glanced around, 
searching for someone to engage with in conversation, and her eyes landed on Mike. 


Unlike the rest of the class, Mike hadn't joined in the excited chatter. Instead, he had taken a 
seat at a vacant table in the corner of the classroom. He occupied both chairs, engrossed in a 
book. Intrigued, Nancy decided to approach him, her curiosity getting the better of her. 


"Hey, reading anything good?" she asked, her voice carrying a hint of playful curiosity. 


He looked up from his book and nodded, showing her the cover. "Illusions: The Adventures 
of a Reluctant Messiah," Nancy read aloud, raising an eyebrow in surprise. 


He chuckled. "Not exactly religious stuff, if that's what you're thinking. It's by the same 
author as ‘Jonathan Livingston Seagull.’ The story of that determined seagull, soaring against 
the constraints of societal norms, reminds us that pushing our personal boundaries and carving 
our own path can lead to extraordinary self-discovery and growth." 


Nancy's interest was piqued. "So, it's about challenging norms and pursuing your passions, 
even if they're unconventional?" 


"Exactly. But ‘Illusions’ goes even further into introspection. It prompts us to question the 
very fabric of our reality and acknowledge the power of our thoughts in shaping our world." 


Nancy pondered his words. "So, it's like the story reminds us that our beliefs can either be our 
greatest allies or the most formidable barriers?" 


Mike's eyes lit up. "Bingo! The narrative encourages us to alter our own narrative, to shift our 
perspective and allow new vistas of possibility to emerge. And speaking of deep connections 
with literature, you shared your thoughts on Hermann Hesse's 'Demian' and 'Siddhartha' with 
me, well, I think there is a spiritual link between all these books." 


"Thank you for remembering. Yes, those novels resonated with me deeply. 'Demian' 
illuminated the importance of embracing the unknown, of nurturing facets of ourselves that 
often remain hidden. And 'Siddhartha' invites us to unravel the profound truths of existence, to 
prioritize experiences over dogmas." 


Mike smiled. "Your interpretation is truly inspiring!” 
Nancy grinned. "It's funny how our literary discussions create this ripple effect, leading us to 


discover new perspectives. For instance, in that same conversation, you delved into George 
Orwell's '1984' and ‘Animal Farm,' which motivated me to add them to my reading list." 


Mike nodded, his enthusiasm evident. "Absolutely. Orwell's dystopian narratives serve as 
incisive warnings against the erosion of freedom. '1984' delves into our subconscious fears, 
prompting us to contemplate the implications of unchecked surveillance. And ‘Animal Farm’ 
is a searing allegory that underscores the fragility of equality in the face of unchecked power 
dynamics." 


Nancy's eyes sparkled. "... And your insights are illuminating to me! These works urge us to 
question authority and safeguard our liberties. What strikes me most is how they collectively 
shape our outlook on life." 


Mike nodded, his gaze meeting hers. "You've captured it perfectly. Our favorite books aren't 
just possessions; they're portals to realms of imagination, empathy, and wisdom. They 
encourage us to view the world through a kaleidoscopic lens, to celebrate our uniqueness, and 
to be vigilant against societal currents that threaten to stifle our voices." 


As they spoke, Nancy found herself drawn closer to Mike, both physically and emotionally. 
His passion and intellect were magnetic, drawing her in as they continued to explore their 
shared literary journey. Unconsciously, she had pushed his feet from the chair they had been 
resting on and had seated herself beside him. 


The world around them seemed to fade as they delved into their conversation, their minds 
intertwined in a dance of ideas and insights. In this moment, seated side by side, Nancy 
feltaagain that connection that transcended the physical realm. It was a meeting of minds, an 
exploration of shared thoughts and dreams that only deepened the bond forming between 
them. As they discussed literature and philosophy, they were both increasingly aware that 
they were embarking on a journey that would forever shape their perceptions and the course 
of their lives. 


Their conversation deepened, and Nancy felt that inexplicable connection to Mike again, as if 
they were dancing in the realm of ideas and emotions. As their words flowed, she found 
herself drawn closer to him, their proximity igniting a sense of intimacy. 


In the midst of their discussion, Mike reached out and gently brushed a strand of hair behind 
Nancy's ear, his touch lingering for a moment longer than necessary. A shiver ran down her 
spine, and time seemed to slow. She met his gaze, and in that moment, they shared an 
unspoken understanding that transcended words. 


"You know," Mike began softly, his voice carrying a hint of vulnerability, "Nietzsche once 
wrote, 'He who fights with monsters should be careful lest he thereby become a monster. And 
if you gaze long enough into an abyss, the abyss will gaze back into you." 


Nancy's heart raced as his words hung in the air. She felt as if they were teetering on the edge 
of something profound, something that could forever alter the course of their lives. The 
echoes of Nietzsche's wisdom resonated within them, a reminder of the delicate balance 
between self-discovery and the unknown. 


"I guess," Nancy thought out loud, her voice barely above a whisper. "That to truly 
understand and confront the darkness, one must also acknowledge the capacity for light 
within ourselves." 


Mike's gaze held a mixture of admiration and awe. "You have a remarkable way of seeing 
beyond the surface, of delving into the depths of existence." 


As time slipped away, Mike's fingers found their way to Nancy's hand, their touch sending a 
jolt of electricity through both of them. The world around them faded, leaving only their 
shared connection, their shared dreams, and the palpable sense of a bond that def 


Their discussion flowed seamlessly from one topic to another, weaving together threads of 
existentialism, individualism, and the quest for meaning. The works of Nietzsche's "Also 
sprach Zarathustra" and Sartre's existentialism became catalysts for a reflection on life's 
profound questions. Mike's eyes sparkled as he shared his interpretation of the idea of 
transcending societal norms and creating one's own values. 


"And isn't it fascinating," Mike mused, "how Sartre's existentialism emphasizes individual 
responsibility and the idea that existence precedes essence? It's liberating in its insistence that 
we shape our own lives through our choices, yet it's also a burden, knowing that we are solely 
responsible for the path we carve." 


Nancy nodded, her gaze locked onto Mike's. "Yes, the concept of radical freedom can be both 
exhilarating and daunting. To think that every decision we make contributes to the creation of 
our identity and shapes the world around us. It's a weighty responsibility." 


Their eyes held a depth of understanding as they contemplated these philosophical ideas. The 
atmosphere between them was charged with a sense of intimacy that extended beyond the 
realm of words. It was as if they were discovering not only each other but also themselves 
through this exchange of thoughts and emotions. 


And then, Marcuse's ideas on liberation and the struggle against societal constraints entered 
their conversation. Mike's voice grew more passionate as he spoke about the importance of 
recognizing the ways in which oppressive systems shape our desires and limit our potential. 


Nancy's eyes gleamed with fervor. "Yes, Marcuse's call for a repressive tolerance is thought- 
provoking. How can we liberate ourselves from the very systems that pretend to grant us 
freedom?" 


Mike's gaze softened as he looked at Nancy. "You understand. It's about realizing that true 
liberation lies not just in breaking chains, but in transcending the chains of our own desires, in 
seeking genuine authenticity in a world that often seeks to manipulate us." 


Their conversation became an exploration of the human spirit, its desires, struggles, and 
aspirations. In the midst of the classroom, they delved into the depths of existence, sharing 
their hopes for a future defined by love, freedom, and authenticity. 


And then, amidst their continued discussion, Paul, one of their classmates, stood up and 
cleared his throat, trying to gain the attention of those around him. He announced that his 
birthday was approaching, and he was inviting everyone for a small gathering after class on 
the following Thursday. 


Nancy's mind flickered to John and her parents. She wondered if they would approve, if they 
would allow her to attend. Doubt clouded her thoughts. Yet, before she could express her 
uncertainty, Mike's voice broke through her worries. 


"Nancy, you must come," he insisted, a spark of determination in his eyes. "This is our last 
year together, and these moments matter. Besides, if you're not there, I don't think I'll find any 
fun either." 


Nancy felt a mix of emotions surging within her. The idea of attending Paul's birthday 
celebration was tempting, but she knew it would be a challenge to convince her parents and 
John. She met Mike's gaze, a silent understanding passing between them. 


"T'll do my best," Nancy promised with a smile, her heart warmed by Mike's insistence. "I'll 
talk to John and try to explain the importance of it. And as for my parents, well, I'll figure 
something out." 


Mike's grin was infectious. "Great. We'll make it a night to remember, I'm sure." 


And so, a new thread of anticipation and excitement wove its way into their shared journey. 
The prospect of Paul's birthday celebration became a catalyst for Nancy to navigate the 
complexities of her relationships, determined to create a moment of joy and connection that 
would forever be etched in their memories. 


As the bell rang, signaling the end of their conversation, they looked at each other, a mixture 
of emotions in their eyes. They had shared something profound, something that reached 
beyond the boundaries of the classroom and resonated deep within their hearts. 


Walking out of the classroom, Mike and Nancy felt a sense of connection that was both 
exhilarating and overwhelming. The world seemed to hold a new brilliance, as if illuminated 
by the insights they had shared. As they parted ways, their thoughts were still entwined, 
carrying the weight of the conversations that had ignited a spark within them. 


Chapter 4: Sealing the Bond 


After school time on that notirious eve of Thursday, September 19th, our class assembled in 
an exquisite display of excitement, all in honor of the momentous occasion — Paul's birthday. 


For Nancy and Mike, the air buzzed with anticipation, each heartbeat echoing the unspoken 
promise of a night that would forever be etched in the tapestry of their lives. The venue, a pub 
that also served as disco during the weekends, adorned with cascading fairy lights and vibrant 
decorations, on this soecial afternoon seemed to shimmer with an otherworldly aura, as if 
nature itself conspired to make this event unforgettable. 


Amidst the soft glow of ambient lights in the back of the pub, close the dimly lit dance floor, a 
symphony of laughter, music, and whispered conversations formed the backdrop of the 
evening's grandeur. The room was a canvas painted with the hues of friendship, joy, and an 
undeniable undercurrent of expectation. In the midst of it all, Paul, the heart of this 
celebration, stood with an infectious smile that radiated gratitude for the affectionate souls 
surrounding him. 


After some time, the enchanting notes of "Which Way You Goin’, Billy" enveloped the room 
in a melodic embrace. The tempo was deliberate, each note an echo of the hearts that beat in 
synchrony, as if the music itself acknowledged the significance of what was about to unfold. 
As soon as the sing started, Mike whispered to Nancy: “Hey, beauty, will you please grant me 
the honour of this dance?” 


Theirs was not just a slow dance; it was a waltz of anticipation, a ballet of emotions that had 
been building since their first meeting. The touch of their hands on each other’s bodies again 
ignited a spark that sent electric currents surging through their veins. "Which Way You 
Goin’, Billy" is a slow, syrupy song. The melancholic melody could have induced 
sentimentality in anyone. For about three minutes, Mike and Nancy pressed their bodies 
together, moving slowly, hyper-aware of every muscle, the scent of each other, the warmth of 
their bodies and the intensity of their connection. With every step, they navigated the 
unspoken language of attraction, their souls engaging in a dance more intricate than any 
choreography. In that embrace, they were no longer just Mike and Nancy; they were the 
embodiment of a connection that transcended the ordinary. 


As the song played on, time seemed to bend and stretch, cocooning them in a pocket of 
existence where nothing else mattered. Every sway, every twirl was a sentence written in the 
language of longing, a story woven with threads of vulnerability and hope. In each other's 
arms, they discovered a sanctuary from the world, a place where insecurities could melt away 
like snowflakes on a warm touch. 


The melody concluded, yet the harmonious rhythm of their heartbeats persisted. With the 
dance ending, Mike found his hand cupping Nancy's cheek, his touch tender yet brimming 
with unspoken words. Their eyes met, and in that moment, the world ceased to exist. It was as 
if the universe itself held its breath, witnessing a collision of souls written in the stars. Then, 
Nancy closed her eyes and gently pulled Mike’s head closer. The next moment, the two of 
them entered this warm galaxy in which only they existed. Their tongues dancing tenderly 
yet filled with passion, their bodies pressed against each other, their hands caressing, ... 


Sleep became elusive as their minds replayed the dance, each step an allegory of a journey 
into a love deeper and truer than anything they had ever known. They pondered over the 
exquisite torture of newfound emotions, the intensity of longing, and the intoxicating 
uncertainty of the unexplored. With each passing second, their understanding of love evolved, 
expanding like the universe itself, and they knew that from this point on, life would never be 
the same. 


And in the days that followed, their minds became an orchestra of emotions, each note 
resounding with the memory of that dance, that touch, that gaze. They were not merely 
restless; it was a tempest of feelings that raged within the both of them. They desperately 
sifted through their thoughts, grappling with the enormity of what they felt. It was more than 
infatuation; it was a revelation, a realization that their hearts had found their counterpart in 
each other. 


Thus, the Thursday that had marked Paul's birthday celebration also became the threshold of a 
new chapter for Mike and Nancy. Their first kiss remained a luminous constellation in the 
night sky of their memories, a testament to the beauty of connection, the magic of shared 
vulnerability, and the promise of a love that would blossom and flourish, transcending the 
confines of time 


The day after that unforgettable Thursday, Mike and Nancy's hearts resonated with a 
newfound lightness and joy, as if the universe itself had orchestrated their meeting and 
connection. The early morning sun witnessed their arrival at school, their steps mirroring the 
rhythm of a love story that seemed to span eons. Amid the bustling halls and chattering 
students, their gaze met, an unspoken understanding passing between them. 


Whispering softly, Nancy's voice carried the weight of a sentiment that transcended time. 
"Isn't it strange, Mike? I feel like I've known and loved you long before our paths crossed. 
You're like a dream I've been waiting for. Finally, everything feels as it should be." Mike 
nodded in agreement, his eyes mirroring her sentiment. The certainty that their destinies were 
interwoven before time itself began to unfold colored their every interaction. 


Feverishly, they began to plan, crafting a world uniquely their own within the tapestry of the 
school. Every corner, every morning rendezvous point, and every afternoon farewell became a 
promise etched in their hearts. They mapped out their Saturdays, reserving the evenings for 
dancing in the town's halls, their steps in harmony with the melodies that serenaded their love 
story. To navigate the intricate dance of young romance, they decided not to share a 
classroom table, a gesture to safeguard their hearts from prying eyes and well-intentioned 
teachers. 


The hours at school melted away in a haze of laughter, inside jokes, and stolen glances. Their 
classmates, perceptive to the unspoken symphony between them, showered their support on 
the blossoming couple, the aura of love transforming the atmosphere of the classroom into a 
sanctuary of encouragement. 


As evening's curtain fell, anticipation intertwined with the aftermath of their first dance, 
keeping both Mike and Nancy awake. Mike wrestled with his emotions, pondering the depths 
of his feelings and the transformation that had overcome him. The intensity of love's 
awakening and the enigma of its power tugged at his thoughts, while Nancy, her heart a 


kaleidoscope of emotions, felt the tension deepening as the first date of their new chapter 
awaited. 


On the eve of that anticipated day, just before half-past seven, Nancy glided into the dancing 
hall, accompanied by John, their presence a testament to their friendship. They lingered by the 
edge of the dance floor, and Mike's heart quickened at the sight of them. Instead of making a 
beeline for him, they paused at the coat check, a subtle choreography that left him pondering 
the reasons behind this calculated approach. 


With curiosity nudging at him, Mike decided to approach them. He observed John's 
demeanor, unsure if he was genuinely unaware or simply playing coy about their plans. The 
tension was palpable, a mix of excitement and nerves that swirled in the air. Ordering three 
pints, they engaged in casual conversation, the air heavy with anticipation. Nancy's nervous 
energy was palpable, and even Mike couldn't escape the uneasiness that gnawed at him. 


The DJ's selection puzzled him — where were the slow songs? Frustration simmered beneath 
the surface as John dominated the conversation, and the sense of surrealism intensified. 
Nancy's gaze held a secret message, one that confirmed John's innocence in their plans and 
explained her reluctance to confide in him. The red spotlights bathed the scene in a nervous 
glow, their flickering a reflection of the rapid heartbeats in the room. 


"Two more pints and a water, waiter..." Mike contemplated his next move. Change was 
needed to break free from this unexpected entanglement, but whisking Nancy away would be 
a conspicuous move. His mind raced, searching for an answer in the midst of this unforeseen 
circumstance. 


As fate would have it, just as he considered suggesting a change of venue, Nancy announced 
her need for the restroom. As she descended the stairs, the DJ's choice of song changed, the 
opening notes of a slow song filling the air. Mike's heart raced; opportunity was within grasp. 
He made his way through the crowd, his determination unwavering. 


The dance floor was a sea of bodies, and spotting Nancy proved challenging, yet each time he 
lost sight of her, she reappeared, drawing him closer with each reappearance. Their eyes met, 
a silent invitation, and when they finally met on the dance floor, they embraced with a smile 
that spoke volumes. Their kiss was a release, a catharsis that dissolved the earlier tensions and 
frustrations. In each other's arms, they found solace, their lips moving in a dance more 
profound than any physical step. 


As the notes of "Strangers in the Night" faded, the beginning strains of "Comme j'ai toujours 
envie d'aimer” filled the air. They continued to slow dance, their bodies moving as one. 
Nancy's head found its resting place on Mike's shoulder, her presence a comforting whisper 
against his skin. The world melted away as they swayed to the music, the connection between 
them deepening with every beat. 


A slight trembling ran through Mike's legs, the physical manifestation of his emotions. His 
hands glided over Nancy's back, pulling her closer as she pressed herself against him. Words 
eluded him, but a thought reverberated in his mind, "This can't be just an ordinary flirtation, 
she’s really very special to me!" This realization anchored him, guiding his steps as they 
danced through the night. 


An hour later, John's lasting absence signaled his acceptance of their bond. Nancy’s strange 
entry seemed arelevant now, overshadowed by the power of their connection. As they moved 
together, lost in their world, the promise of a future filled with shared moments, challenges, 
and love beckoned. And in the harmony of that dance, they confirmed that their first kiss was 
only the beginning of a story woven in the stars, an adventure that would shape their lives in 
ways beyond their wildest dreams. 


Amid the ebb and flow of slow dances, Mike and Nancy found a secluded spot in the dimly 
lit, warm embrace of the dance hall. Here, the outside world melted away, leaving only their 
whispered conversations, lingering touches, and the music that underscored their private 
sanctuary. 


Seated side by side, their closeness evoked an intimacy that transcended words. Mike had 
unbuttoned his shirt, a silent gesture that mirrored their shared vulnerability and the desire to 
be truly present in the moment. Their fingers entwined, tracing each other's palms as if 
mapping the terrain of their souls. 


With the rhythmic pulse of the music as their backdrop, their lips found each other's, a slow 
and tender exploration that spoke of promises and infinite possibilities. In those stolen 
moments, the dance hall became a world unto itself, a place where time and space were 
irrelevant. It was as though they had stumbled upon a hidden realm where only their feelings 
and desires mattered. 


Their words flowed like a gentle stream, carrying fragments of their dreams, fears, and hopes. 
Mike recounted his childhood dreams of exploring the world, while Nancy shared her 
aspirations to become a painter. As their stories intertwined, they realized the remarkable 
similarities in their paths, as if the universe had conspired to bring them together. 


"T've never felt so alive," Nancy whispered, her voice a melodic confession that echoed in the 
stillness. "It's as if every step I took before this led me to you." 


Mike nodded in agreement, his gaze fixed on her as though she held the answers to the 
mysteries of existence. "You're the missing piece I never knew I was searching for," he 
admitted, his words carrying the weight of a revelation. 


The warmth of the dance hall enveloped them, wrapping them in a cocoon of shared secrets 
and whispered promises. Their fingers traced patterns on each other’s skin now, tracing the 
contours of their journey. The world outside ceased to exist, leaving only the two of them and 
the rhythm of their hearts, synchronized in a dance as old as time. 


As they continued to speak, their voices softened, their words carrying the hushed intensity of 
confessions meant for no ears but their own. Dreams were shared, fears acknowledged, and 
aspirations laid bare. It was as if they were peeling away layers, revealing the raw essence of 
their beings, unburdened by the expectations of the outside world. 


With every touch, every shared glance, their connection deepened, becoming an unbreakable 
bond forged in the crucible of shared experiences. The world of the dance hall was their 
canvas, and they painted it with the strokes of their desires and emotions. Their hearts beat in 
harmony, a rhythm that resonated with the music that surrounded them. 


"I want to travel with you,” Mike murmured, his fingers brushing a strand of Nancy's hair 
behind her ear. "Explore the world and experience every corner of it, hand in hand." 


Nancy's eyes sparkled with the reflection of a thousand stars. "And I want to capture every 
moment, every emotion on canvas," she confessed, her voice carrying the weight of a dream 
long held. 


Their desires flowed like a river, unencumbered by doubts or hesitations. Their lips met again, 
the kiss deeper now, a union of souls rather than just bodies. When Mike’s caressing hand 
moved under her blouse, Nancy did not protest and when his hand touched her breast, she 
almost forgot to breath. Never had she allowed anybody to touch her like this, but now, with 
Mike gently caressing her, it felt like heaven. In the quiet moments that followed, they 
kissed again, losing themselves in each other, exploring the contours of each other’s thoughts 
and feelings, discovering the untold stories that had shaped them into who they were. 


As they talked, they intermittently exchanged soft kisses, the taste of each other a sweet 
reminder of their undeniable connection. The music that played in the background seemed to 
amplify the emotions that coursed through their veins, each note resonating with their shared 
experiences and the unspoken promises they were making to each other. 


Nancy's fingers traced the curve of Mike's jaw, her touch a testament to the depth of her 
affection. "I've imagined this moment so many times,” she admitted, her cheeks flushed with a 
mixture of anticipation and vulnerability. "But reality is even better than any dream." 


Mike smiled, his gaze fixed on her as though he were trying to memorize every detail. "I can't 
believe how lucky I am," he said softly. "To have you here, to share this moment with you— 
it's more than I ever thought possible." 


As they spoke, their words turned into whispers, their lips coming together in between 
sentences. Their kisses became more urgent again, fueled by the knowledge that this was a 
moment they had been waiting for, a culmination of all their shared experiences and unspoken 
desiresm and Mike’s hand closed around Nancy’s breast again, anchoring the monent for 
always. 


In that private alcove, time seemed to stand still as they embraced each other's presence and 
shared their innermost thoughts. They talked about their futures, their aspirations, and the 
adventures they longed to embark upon together. With every touch, every kiss, their 
connection deepened, and they found solace in the warmth of each other's embrace. 


As the night deepened and the music continued to play, their bodies swayed in time with the 
melodies, a reflection of their shared journey. The dance hall, once a room filled with 
strangers, was now a temple of love, where Mike and Nancy's souls intertwined, and where 
every touch was a testament to the depth of their connection. 


In the heart of that dimly lit, warm cocoon, they forged a memory that would forever be 
etched in their hearts. The dance hall became a timeless sanctuary, a place where their love 
story was written in the language of whispered promises, lingering caresses, and dreams that 
knew no bounds. 


Then, a little after midnight, Nancy suddenly became nervous. “John will be here in 30 
minutes to accompany me hine" she explained. And then she explained Mije what he had 
already guessed: her parents must not know that they are dating, because they would confine 
her at hime if they did. 


When John arrives, a quarter before one, it is clear that he is in a bad mood. He has hada 
lousy evening and is blaming them for it. Nancy quickly kisses Mike goodnight and follows 
John home. 


As Mike watched Nancy leave with her brother, a sense of unease settled over him. He 
couldn't shake off the feeling that their relationship was being constrained by the weight of 
secrecy. The dance hall, once a haven of shared dreams and whispered promises, suddenly felt 
like a gilded cage, trapping their emotions in a web of mysteries. He stared at the empty space 
where Nancy had stood, his mind a whirlwind of thoughts and emotions. 


Conflicted thoughts tugged at his consciousness. He wondered why they had to keep their 
relationship hidden, as if it were something to be ashamed of. After all, they were both young 
adults, capable of making their own choices. A sense of frustration gnawed at him, fueled by 
the sense of injustice that arose from needing to hide something so genuine and beautiful. 


His own pride and ego mixed with a growing sense of jealousy and protectiveness. John's 
appearance and his discontent added an unexpected layer of tension to their relationship. Mike 
couldn't help but feel like an intruder, a source of John's ire. The conflict between the two 
siblings stirred up a storm of confusion within him. Did Nancy truly need to hide their 
connection from her brother? And why was John reacting this way? 


As Mike walked out of the dance hall, the cool night air brought a semblance of clarity, but it 
couldn't dispel the turmoil in his mind. He thought about his own family, his parents who had 
always encouraged him to be open and honest. Why couldn't Nancy do the same? His feelings 
for her were deepening with every passing day, and he longed for a relationship unburdened 
by secrecy. 


Nancy, on the other hand, walked alongside her brother, a mixture of emotions churning 
within her. John's displeasure weighed heavily on her heart, making the walk home feel 
longer than usual. She had hoped that her brother would come to accept her feelings for Mike, 
but his reaction only added to her confusion. 


Guilt and concern for her brother's well-being battled with the happiness she felt from being 
with Mike. She knew she couldn't ignore her brother's feelings, especially when they were so 
strained. As they walked in silence, she stole glances at John's profile, wondering how to 
bridge the gap between them. The image of Mike's longing gaze haunted her thoughts, a stark 
reminder of the bond they shared and the challenges that lay ahead. 


Back in her room, Nancy stared at herself in the mirror, her reflection a mix of emotions. She 
knew she had to find a way to mend the fracture that had appeared between her and her 
brother. The secrecy, once a choice that had seemed exciting, now weighed heavily on her 
heart. She longed to openly share her happiness with her family, to let them know about the 
person who had captured her heart. 


As the night grew darker, both Mike and Nancy lay in their respective beds, their thoughts 
racing, their emotions in turmoil. The path ahead was uncertain, and the choices they made 
would shape not only their relationship but also their individual identities. The night air 
carried the echo of whispered conversations, unspoken dreams, and the lingering hope that 
somehow, they would find a way to navigate the complexities of love, family, and the 
expectations that bound them. 


The next Monday, again Mike and Nancy arrive early at school, eager to create extra minutes 
that they can spend together and talk freely to each other without the presence of others. It 
was as if we only came to school for each other, to catch glimpses of happiness in each other's 
presence. In the classroom, they exchanged notes, sketches, playfully tossed paper balls at 
one another, disregarding the "guy up front" and the entire class surrounding us. During the 
short breaks between classes, they talked almost exclusively to each other. They left the 
classroom together, headed to the courtyard together, formed an inseparable duo during 
recess, and returned to the classroom side by side. 


There were moments when a teacher was absent, or Mike “forgot” a textbook at home. In 
those instances, they'd slide together at the same table, hands brushing, legs pressed as close 
as possible, or gentle strokes tracing paths across their backs. Soon, there was no longer a 
need for any reason to sit beside each other; they quickly learned which teachers were more 
lenient and which ones weren't. 


Nancy revealed herself to be less reserved than Mike had initially feared. Yet, she soon set her 
boundaries, desiring to remain "proper," but struggling with her own emotions. Consequently, 
she avoided situations that might challenge her self-control. Mike could caress her, but 
always within the limits of propriety. 


Mike had never spoken with a girl about these matters before. He had never before defined 
"boundaries of propriety" in words and agreements. This experience was new, strange, and 
perplexing. Did they need to negotiate shifts in these boundaries that we were now setting? 
Were the limits we established also the end points, or perhaps the starting points within a 
shifting context? 


What should have been a non-issue became one because Mike overthought the significance 
of their conversations. Although he often spontaneously blurted out quirky thoughts in public, 
words and agreements held great importance for him. Perhaps an exaggerated importance. 
Moreover, he was very open in expressing his thoughts and feelings. It bothered him that he 
couldn't grasp Nancy's way with words, how she rationed who should know what or not. 


Another problem arose quickly: if Mike didn't consider something important enough to 
ponder seriously, he would brush it off or make jokes about it. Yet, he soon noticed that 
Nancy didn't take well to this casual behavior. Every time he had a quirky idea in class, teased 
a teacher, or playfully expressed his disdain for the "keep off the grass" signs that bordered 
their young lives, she reacted in a subdued manner. She seemed to interpret the most innocent 
jokes as insults: towards the teacher, a classmate, herself... Apparently, all of a sudden, Mike 
was constantly offending everyone, and every time, it pained Nancy. 

Up until then, all the girls Mike even distantly knew had been "my sweetheart," "my angel," 
or "my little kitten." Apparently, these terms of endearment undermined Nancy's dignity. 
Nancy was tall and slim and elegant. Thus, Mike saw no harm in affectionately calling her 


"my chubby ghost." It turned out to be the straw that broke the camel's back. After school that 
Saturday, they walked through the city without exchanging a word. Until Nancy unexpectedly 
began to reproach Mike, blaming him for constantly making her look foolish in front of 
others, for humiliating her, for taking pleasure in pestering her, and for showing his dislike for 
John at any given opportunity... 


Mike was rendered speechless. In her place, he realized, he would probably have thought the 
same. Like a mischievous little boy, he apologized and promised to mend his ways. But 
Nancy wasn't satisfied with his response. "Don't come at me with your pretenses, I don't like 
hypocrites!" she threw at him. 


Gone was the happiness of the past few days. Gone was the burgeoning hope for a beautiful 
time together. Mike felt rotten, miserable, acutely aware of the vast, gaping chasm between 
them: the carefree part of his soul, the part that bubbled up when he felt good, the spontaneous 
expressions of joy—these aspects seemed to vex Nancy the most. "I don't like hypocrites," 
she had added, despite knowing that he was simply being his self, that he could put on a 
different face but couldn't be a different person, that the jokes and antics would resurface 
sooner or later. This was hopeless! 


Was it even worth going to the dance hall that evening? Would she show up? Was it all in 
vain? What was the point of winning Nancy over if he couldn't be himself in the process? 


It was already past half past eight when Mike arrived at the dancing hall. He hurried inside. 
He ordered a drink and went in search of his sweetheart. At first, he didn't find her, but then 
he felt his heart tighten to the size of a half-blossomed pea pod: there was Nancy, on the 
dance floor, dancing a slow dance with some unknown jerk. 


But just as soon as she saw Mike approaching, she apologized to her dance partner, left him 
standing alone on the dance floor, and practically flew into Mike's arms: * Oh, Mike, I was so 
afraid you wouldn't come! « I thought you wouldn't come! The remaining half of the slow 
dance marked the beginning of a new period of prosperity. Our exchange of words had 
seemingly prompted both of us to think deeply, and it was evident that we had arrived at very 
similar conclusions. 


From that moment on, for a long while, every day felt brighter. We lived within a dream that 
grew deeper and more intimate with each new step we took. 


We got along remarkably well at school. We frequently earned remarks from teachers for 
sitting too closely, for my inability to keep my hands to myself, or for focusing on each other 
rather than on the lesson. Strangely enough, Nancy seemed to pay very little attention to these 
warnings and comments. 


The weekends were equally delightful. Some Saturdays, we strolled to the city park in the 
afternoon, or simply wandered around town together. In the evenings, we consistently enjoyed 
ourselves at the dance hall. 


And yet, something had changed. 


Mike had become cautious. Fearing to hurt Nancy, he chewed on every word ten times before 
letting it roll off his tongue. At first, he sometimes strongly felt the urge to act silly or react 


loudly to something, but the more time they spent together, the easier it became to suppress 
those urges. 


This shift contributed to the serious nature of their relationship. They were, in essence, too 
serious, too proper. But in his attempt to build a "great love," Mike saw in this the opportunity 
to demonstrate his sincere affection for Nancy. 


“Don't you find it tedious to date someone from your own class?” ancy asked one day. 


“Oh no, not at all. Much to the contrary: every day this close to you is like heaven for me! I 
never really had any issues with it. Is it working for you too? “ 


“Actually, yes. I thought the students would laugh at us, and that the teachers would oppose it. 
But it's going a lot smoother than I had initially imagined.” 


You know, the teachers never even crossed my mind: it's just common sense that they 
shouldn't meddle in our private lives, right? Sure, they have to react every now and then, but 
in the end, it's our business, isn't it? And the students? Well, they're just jealous! Everyone 
wants a girl or a boy, don't they?” 


And so, they delved into a conversation about their school. Both of them vividly recalled that 
things were quite different in many other schools. In their school, they felt treated as 
individuals, young adults, not like small children who had to line up constantly, move in lines, 
couldn't talk in the corridors, had to wear uniforms to avoid standing out... Both Nancy and 
Mike were genuinely content with the way their school was run. 


In the days that followed, their connection deepened even further. They enjoyed their shared 
love for literature, often exchanging books they enjoyed. They would spend hours discussing 
characters, plots, and the emotions stirred by the stories. As they walked through the city, 
their hands naturally found each other's, fingers intertwining. They were no longer just 
teenagers navigating the early throes of romance; they were two souls weaving a tapestry of 
emotions and experiences together. 


Despite the challenges, their relationship blossomed into something beautiful and intricate. 
They found ways to navigate misunderstandings and differences, each conversation an 
opportunity to understand each other more profoundly. The boundaries Nancy established 
early on became less of a concern, as they both embraced the warmth of their connection and 
allowed their love to flow more freely. 


However, there were moments when their inner struggles cast a shadow over their bliss. 
Nancy's occasional bouts of doubt would send ripples through otherwise tranquil waters. She 
questioned the path they were on, wondering whether the world around them would ever truly 
understand and respect the depth of their feelings. They would hold each other close during 
these moments, reaffirming their commitment and the uniqueness of their bond. 


Over time, their interactions with others became somewhat easier. They learned to appreciate 
the support of friends and classmates who cheered them on. Their relationshio was far from 
perfect, marked by misunderstandings and insecurities, but it was real and authentic—a love 
that wasn't just infatuation, but a bond that grew stronger with every challenge they faced. 


As the weeks turned into months, their connection matured, deepened by shared dreams and 
aspirations. They would spend hours discussing their future, imagining a life together beyond 
the walls of school. While the word outside remained uncertain, their love was a constant 
source of strength and solace. They weathered storms, supported each other through 
hardships, and celebrated every achievement together. 


And so, within the pages of their story, they navigated the complexities of young love. Their 
journey was one of growth, understanding, and unwavering devotion. The nights at the Dance 
hall, the walks through the city, the stolen moments of affection—all were threads woven into 
the fabric of their shared existence. In a world that often felt uncertain, their love was a 
beacon, guiding them through the challenges of adolescence, shaping the people they were 
becoming, and leaving an indelible mark on their hearts. 


Chapter 5 — Conflicting Desires 


As the weeks turned into months, Mike and Nancy's relationship remained a beacon of joy 
and warmth, but beneath the surface, subtle cracks were beginning to form. The dance hall, 
once a place of enchantment and romance, now felt stifling at times. The routines they had 
established started to feel monotonous, leaving Nancy longing for more than just kisses and 
caresses. She craved spontaneity, laughter, and excitement, but didn't quite know how to 
communicate her feelings to Mike. 


One evening at the dance hall, the lively atmosphere seemed to contrast with the growing 
unease Nancy felt. As they danced to the music, she found herself yearning for a different 
kind of interaction—something that transcended the physical connection they had. She 
wanted to experience the same camaraderie and light-heartedness she saw in the groups of 
friends around them. 


Nancy's gaze wandered to a group of girls laughing and chatting animatedly. Their carefree 
demeanor piqued her interest, making her yearn for a similar sense of camaraderie. She felt a 
tug at her heartstrings, a longing to be part of something bigger than just a romantic 
relationship. As the evening went on, she grew quieter, lost in her thoughts, and it didn't 
escape Mike's notice. 


Mike, too, was feeling the weight of the growing tension. He had sensed Nancy's restlessness, 
but he wasn't sure how to address it. He wanted their time together to be exciting and 
enjoyable, but he also feared that pushing too much for change might backfire. He yearned for 
their relationship to evolve, to encompass more than just the dance hall, but he was hesitant to 
voice his desires, worried that it might trigger misunderstandings. 


As the music played on, Nancy's inner turmoil intensified. She desperately wanted to tell 
Mike what she was feeling, but the words eluded her. She didn't want to hurt him or make him 
feel inadequate. Instead, she kept her feelings bottled up, allowing them to fester in silence. 
Each touch, each kiss, seemed to carry an undercurrent of unspoken tension. 


Mike, too, was grappling with his own set of insecurities. He noticed the way Nancy's eyes 
wandered to the other groups in the hall, and he felt a twinge of jealousy. He loved her deeply, 
and the thought of losing her was a constant worry in the back of his mind. He longed to make 
her happy, to be the one who brought that sparkle to her eyes, but he felt uncertain about how 
to achieve that. 


Their dance that night ended on a somber note, their embrace lingering a little too long as they 
searched each other's eyes for meaning. Waiting for John to walk Nancy home, Mike's mind 
was a swirl of conflicting emotions. He wanted to be the person who made Nancy's heart race 
with excitement, but he was also afraid of losing the intimacy they had built. The tension in 
the air was palpable. Nancy hesitated before turning to Mike, her eyes searching his for 
answers she didn't yet know how to ask for. "Do you ever feel like something's missing?" she 
finally whispered, her voice barely audible above the gentle hum of the night. 


Mike looked at her, his heart aching with understanding. He knew exactly what she meant. 
"Yeah," he replied softly, his fingers gently brushing against hers. "But I don't want to lose 
what we have." 


Nancy nodded, a mixture of relief and uncertainty in her eyes. "I don't either,” she admitted, 
her vulnerability laid bare. 


John had arrived at the dance hall meanwhile. So, they just looked into each other’s eyes, 
their unspoken feelings hanging heavy in the air. As Mike leaned in to kiss Nancy goodnight, 
he could sense her hesitation. The kiss was chaste, a reflection of the unspoken doubts that 
were beginning to shape their relationship. As they parted, they exchanged a lingering look 
before Nancy turned to John and walked away with him, leaving Mike to navigate the 
labyrinth of emotions that had suddenly grown more complex. 


Little did they know, their relationship was about to face challenges that neither of them could 
have anticipated. As the days turned into weeks, the distance between them would continue to 
widen, each carrying their own set of doubts and fears. And so, the unspoken tensions that had 
started to take root would set the stage for the tumultuous journey ahead. 


As the weeks went by, the invisible walls between Mike and Nancy seemed to thicken. The 
joy that once radiated between them was now occasionally obscured by a fog of uncertainty 
and unspoken fears. Mike continued to long for more spontaneous and carefree moments, 
wanting to explore new experiences with Nancy. He believed that sharing their relationship 
openly, including with their families, would provide the relief they both needed. 


One evening, as they walked to the cull de sac where they used to talk a little after school, 
before each going their own way home, Mike took a deep breath and broached the topic that 
had been on his mind for a while. "Nancy," he began hesitantly, "what do you think about 
telling your parents about us?" 


Nancy's eyes darted away, her fingers nervously twirling a strand of hair. "I don't know, Mike. 
It's complicated. My parents are pretty strict, and I'm not sure how they'll react." 


Mike's brow furrowed with concern. He wanted their relationship to be something they could 
be proud of, something that didn't need to be hidden away. "I understand your worries, but 
don't you think it would be better for us if we could be more open about what we have?" 


Nancy's mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. She desperately wanted to share her 
life with Mike fully, but a recent family encounter had left her shaken. Her brother John had 
made sly allusions about her seeing a boy, which had ignited a storm of anger from her 
parents. They demanded that Nancy focus on her studies and put any romantic distractions 
aside until she obtained her diploma. Nancy felt trapped, unable to express her feelings 
without risking their wrath. 


She kept her family's demands a secret from Mike, unable to find the right words to explain 
the turmoil in her household. Instead, she retreated into herself, spending more time studying 
and less time with Mike. She hoped that by distancing herself, she could appease her parents 
and protect her relationship from their disapproval. However, this newfound distance only 
fueled Mike's confusion and deepened the chasm between them. 


Adding to Nancy's internal struggle was a conversation she had had with a concerned teacher. 
The teacher had cautioned her about Mike's reputation, describing him as a complex and 
unstable individual with a history of causing trouble. The words echoed in Nancy's mind, and 


she couldn't help but wonder if she was being naive in believing that Mike could contribute 
positively to her life. 


Despite her internal turmoil, Nancy couldn't bring herself to share these concerns with Mike. 
She kept them locked away, believing that by doing so, she was shielding him from the 
troubles she faced. She withdrew further at school, avoiding public displays of affection and 
keeping their interactions discreet. Mike, noticing the change in her behavior, grew anxious 
and confused. He couldn't understand what had caused this shift and started to question their 
relationship's stability. 


The unspoken tensions were now evolving into a vicious cycle. As Nancy withdrew to protect 
their relationship, Mike sensed her pulling away and started to question whether she still cared 
as deeply as before. He began to wonder if there was something he had done wrong, if he was 
losing her. With each passing day, their unvoiced worries and unshared fears grew, driving a 
wedge between them. 


The once-bright connection they had cherished now flickered, obscured by shadows they were 
too afraid to bring into the light. Both Nancy and Mike were navigating a complex labyrinth 
of emotions without a clear map, leading them deeper into a maze of misunderstandings. The 
very things they wanted to avoid—tthe disapproval of parents, the judgment of others—were 
slowly materializing within the walls they had built around themselves. 


And so, as they continued to navigate their way through the stormy seas of adolescence and 
first love, the challenges they faced would test the foundation of their relationship. Unseen 
currents of doubt and secrecy threatened to pull them apart, leaving them to grapple with the 
question of whether their love was strong enough to withstand the trials ahead. 


The once vibrant dance hall, where they had shared countless joyful moments, now felt 
suffocating and stifling to both Nancy and Mike. The rhythms that had once set their hearts 
racing seemed monotonous and dull. The laughter that had once flowed easily now echoed 
with an emptiness that neither of them could ignore. Each night out became a battle between 
what they wanted and what they feared. 


Nancy's longing for excitement, joy, and freedom clashed with her own internal anxieties. She 
no longer wanted every evening to be spent in an intimate embrace. The kisses and caresses 
that had once brought them together now felt like obligations. She yearned for more, for 
moments of lightness and fun. But how could she convey this without hurting Mike's 
feelings? 


Mike, too, was grappling with his own insecurities. He wanted to make Nancy happy, to see 
her eyes light up with the same fervor they had when they first met. But the distance that had 
crept between them left him uncertain about how to bridge the gap. He sensed her withdrawal, 
the unspoken tensions, and he was desperate to understand what was causing their connection 
to unravel. 


Their conversations, once easy and flowing, had grown stilted. They danced around the 
issues, avoiding the painful truths that were becoming harder and harder to ignore. The air 
between them was thick with unspoken doubts and unexpressed desires. Each glance, each 
touch, was now laden with the weight of what was left unsaid. 


One evening, as they sat by the riverside, Mike looked at Nancy with a mixture of longing and 
fear in his eyes. "Nancy, do you ever feel like we're drifting apart?" he asked, his voice filled 
with vulnerability. 


Nancy's heart clenched at his words, her own fears mirrored in his gaze. She wanted to 
reassure him, to tell him that everything would be alright, but the words caught in her throat. 
Instead, she mustered a weak smile. "No, Mike, we're just going through a rough patch. It 
happens to every couple, right?" 


Mike nodded, though his heart remained heavy. He yearned for the easy laughter, the carefree 
days, but those seemed like distant memories now. He wanted to understand what had 
changed, what was causing this chasm between them, but he was afraid to push too hard and 
risk driving her further away. 


Meanwhile, Nancy was caught in a web of conflicting desires. She loved Mike, wanted to be 
with him, but she also feared the consequences of their love. Her parents’ stern warnings and 
the teacher's concerns weighed heavily on her mind. She began to question whether she was 
making the right choices, whether she was putting herself in harm's way by staying with 
Mike. She longed for clarity, for someone to guide her through the uncertainty, but the 
answers eluded her. 


Their once simple love had now become entangled in a web of doubt, secrecy, and unmet 
expectations. The weight of their unspoken worries seemed to crush them, leaving them 
feeling adrift in a sea of uncertainty. They clung to each other desperately, seeking the 
connection they had once known, but it was slipping through their fingers like sand. 


One evening, after school, as they sat on a park bench under the dim glow of a lamppost, 
Nancy finally broke the silence that had enveloped them. "Mike, I don't know what to do 
anymore," she admitted, her voice trembling. "I want to make you happy, but I'm lost. I'm 
scared that I'm losing myself in the process." 


Mike turned to her, his eyes filled with a mixture of understanding and frustration. "Nancy, I 
feel the same way. I don't want to lose you, but I'm afraid we're losing sight of what we once 
had. We need to find a way to bring back the happiness, the laughter." 


Nancy nodded, tears shimmering in her eyes. "I know, Mike, I know. But I'm scared. Scared 
of disappointing you, scared of disappointing my parents, scared of everything falling apart." 


Their fears collided in that moment, and they held onto each other as if their lives depended 
on it. But beneath the surface, they both knew that the road ahead was uncertain, filled with 
obstacles they weren't sure how to overcome. The path that once seemed so clear had become 
a labyrinth of doubts, and they were no longer certain they held the map to navigate it. 


And so, Nancy and Mike sat together, two young souls tangled in a complex web of emotions, 
desperately trying to hold onto each other amidst the chaos that threatened to tear them apart. 


Nancy's mind swirled with a whirlwind of thoughts as she lay in bed that night, her gaze fixed 
on the ceiling. She turned over every moment, every conversation, every emotion she had 
shared with Mike. What had gone wrong? Was it her fault for wanting more than just stolen 


kisses and secret meetings? Or was it Mike's fault for not understanding her need for 
something beyond the confines of their hidden relationship? 


She felt the weight of her parents' disappointment pressing down on her chest, their words 
echoing in her mind: "Focus on your studies. Don't let anything distract you from your goals." 
She knew they were right, but she couldn't shake the desire for something more, something 
that made her heart race with excitement. And yet, that desire was now tangled with guilt, as 
if she were betraying not only her parents but herself as well. 


The warnings from the teacher also played on a loop in her thoughts. Was Mike really as 
troubled as they claimed? Was he dragging her into a world of chaos and instability? She 
wanted to believe in his goodness, in the connection they shared, but doubt gnawed at her. 
She wanted to protect herself, to shield her heart from potential pain, but that meant 
withdrawing from the one person who had made her feel truly alive. 


As her thoughts swirled, a pang of jealousy stabbed at her heart. She thought back to the 
dance hall, where other girls flirted with Mike and he seemed to revel in the attention. Did he 
care for her as deeply as she cared for him? Or was she just one of many passing faces in his 
life? The insecurity ate away at her, creating a sense of unease she had never experienced 
before. 


On the other side of town, Mike lay in his own bed, staring at the dim glow of the streetlamp 
outside his window. He replayed their recent interactions in his mind, each moment 
scrutinized for clues about what was going wrong. He had noticed Nancy's withdrawal, her 
reluctance to be as physically close as they once were. Was it him? Had he done something to 
push her away? 


He wished he could read her mind, understand what was bothering her. Was it the kisses? The 
pressure of their secret? He had thought their connection was unbreakable, that their love was 
strong enough to weather any storm. But now he felt a distance growing between them, an 
unspoken tension that seemed to stretch endlessly. 


He knew he had a bad reputation and that, surely, Nancy must have been warned against him 
by John. Was he really the troublemaker they believed him to be? Had his past mistakes 
doomed him to repeat them? He wanted to prove everybody wrong, to show that he could be a 
source of positivity in Nancy's life. But the fear that he might unintentionally hurt her, that his 
own insecurities might seep into their relationship, kept him awake at night. 


He felt the sting of fear and pain, realising that he wanted Nancy all to himself, wanted to 
protect her from anyone who might hurt her. But feeling that the harder he clung, the more he 
contributed to an isolation he did not approve of and the more he shared the responsibilty for 
making Nancy slip through his fingers. He knew he had to strike a balance, create a more 
open playfield, he knew that also Nancy needed and wanted this, but at the same time, he did 
not know how he could do this, with Nancy only wanting to spend time at the dance hall and 
reacting jealous every time somebody tried to join them. 


As the night grew darker, both Nancy and Mike found themselves trapped in a cycle of doubts 
and fears. They loved each other deeply, that much was certain. But the challenges that had 
once seemed insignificant now loomed large, threatening to shatter the fragile bond they had 


built. They yearned for the carefree days of their early romance, the days when their love was 
untainted by the complexities of the world around them. 


Yet, as they lay in their separate beds, they also clung to a glimmer of hope. Hope that they 
could overcome these obstacles, that their love could weather the storms and emerge stronger 
on the other side. They longed for the day when they could hold each other without 
reservation, when they could face the world together, hand in hand, unafraid of what might 
come their way. 


But for now, in the quiet darkness of their rooms, they were left with nothing but their 
thoughts, their doubts, and their dreams for a future that seemed simultaneously within reach 
and impossibly distant. And as sleep finally began to claim them, they held onto that hope, 
praying that the dawn would bring answers, clarity, and a way forward. 


Chapter 6 — Wrestling with Decisions 


The dawn of the following day ushers in a heightened complexity as the relationship between 
Nancy and John encounters formidable challenges. A thick cloud of tension casts a shadow 
over their once-intimate connection. Their daily pilgrimage to school transforms into a 
battleground of emotions, marked by a fiery exchange. John, burdened by mounting 
frustration, unearths his grievances about the perpetual wait for Nancy, a ritual that extends 
even into the realm of Saturday nights. In a bid to shatter the chains of their toxic 
entanglement, he vehemently exposes her discontent and demands an end to their anguish- 
infused bond. The ultimatum looms: unless she takes decisive action, he threatens to summon 
their parents into the fray. 


Within this combustible atmosphere, a severe altercation erupts, a tempest of emotion 
impossible to bottle up. John's suppressed feelings gush forth, his pent-up resentment seeking 
release. The routine of ceaseless waiting, day after day, festers within him, the ache amplified 
by the obligatory patience demanded on Saturday nights. 


The floodgates of his suppressed emotions swing open, rendering restraint futile. Amidst the 
searing confrontation, he candidly voices his unsettling observations regarding Nancy's 
diminishing joy and her persistent evasion of the glaring relationship issues. The poison of 
toxicity has simmered unaddressed for an unjust span, and John, resolute in his intent, 
believes it's high time to confront this venom coursing through their once-intimate bond. A 
surge of determination emboldens him, quelling any hesitance to wield the parental threat as a 
catalyst, a move designed to shake Nancy into a reality check. 


Yet, amidst this high-stakes ultimatum, a pivotal moment arises. Nancy appeals to John, 
expressing the apparent impossibility of severing ties with Mike at this juncture. She proposes 
a delicate compromise: continue the status quo for another fleeting month. In this span, she 
pledges to nurture her certainty about Mike's place in her life. If, in thirty days' time, her 
conviction remains unshaken, she commits to unveiling the truth to their parents and engaging 
in a fight for their love. Alternatively, should doubt persist, she'll muster the strength to break 
free from Mike's grasp. 


In a show of unwavering solidarity, John accepts her terms, pledging steadfast support for the 
forthcoming month. However, he draws a line, asserting that this extension is finite, and he 
can no longer endure the strain beyond that threshold. As the dice roll, the burning question 
lingers: Can this ultimatum sculpt the transformative change both Nancy and John yearn for, 
or will she remain ensnared in a web of fear and discomfort, tethered to a relationship veiled 
in toxicity? 


Not so coincidentally, following yet another clash with "the Owl" regarding the way Nancy 
and Mike interacted in class, Nancy approached Mike after the lesson, urging him not to touch 
her in class anymore. 


"What's wrong, Mike? Are you not feeling well?" "Don't get angry, Nancy, but haven't you 
noticed that most teachers can't even pass by normally when we're standing together? 
Something's brewing! If we keep this up, there'll come a time when they'll team up against 
us!" "Should we be concerned? Isn't there enough time to deal with it when they take concrete 
actions?" "No, we need to be careful, Mike. We might end up being excluded or failing.” "In 
this school?" "Yes, definitely. There are enough teachers who don't appreciate your big 


mouth." "And here I thought I was so well-behaved!" "Mike?" "hmm" "Do it for me, will 
you? You still love me, don't you?" 


Mike's Achilles heel had been hit. The horse from "The Animal Farm," remember? To prove 
he still loved Nancy, he gave her a hearty kiss and refrained from touching her during the first 
days of school. 


Curiously, it was Nancy herself who began to secretly touch and caress Mike in school once 
again. 


Hmm... Was this how agreements worked? There was a lesson to be learned here. The swift 
erosion of this agreement prompted Mike to question the earlier agreements once more... 


No wonder Nancy arrived at school in a foul mood, her entire day spent sulking. When Mike 
inquired about her mood, her response remained unchanged: "It's nothing." Whereas in 
reality, she was silent because she did not know how to explain her situation to Mike, to him 
it looked as if she was no longer gapoy with him. She seemed disinterested in everything. It 
was frustrating to the point of exasperation. In class, she stared ahead blankly or busied 
herself with notes, as if he didn't exist to her. 


During the break, Mike made a new effort to find out what was ailing her: "If there's nothing 
wrong, could you please act normal? It's giving me the creeps seeing you like this. Either 
something's really up, and I'd like to know, or you can just turn the volume back up and act 
like yourself." 


She looked at him as though seeing him for the first time. "Great," he thought, "here comes 
the speech: let's just remain good friends and all that..." He was convinced that something 
substantial was amiss. 


Nancy continued to stare at him. He met her gaze unwaveringly. Amidst his concern, 
confusion, anger, and fear, he found himself pondering other matters too: "Would her mother 
react the same way to her father every time there's a disagreement?" 


"Clever boy!" Her face broke into a radiant smile. Whenever she called him "clever boy" he 
knew that all was well between them. It was a simple phrase, yet it always confirmed her love 
for him. So now again, he interpreted this reaction as a sign that she had been wrestling with 
personal matters, but that everything between them was o.k. 


That afternoon, he thought, everything had completely returned to normal. When he walked 
alongside her after school, Nancy suddenly wrapped her arms around him and whispered 
hoarsely in his ear: "I don't want to lose you, Mike, never." 


And the oblivious fool that he was... he didn't understand her. ... Did not even push and try to 
find out what was bothering her that much. After all, it was clear that she had been 
questioning their relationship. But he contended himself by thinking that every battle wun 
made them stronger as a couple. 


Then, out of the blue, as if to confirm that everything was well, Nancy proposed an 
unexpected idea: she invited Mike to come over to her house on Wednesday afternoon. He 


was to pretend he'd forgotten his homework. It was an unbelievable compensation!. Going to 
Nancy's house! Ha! 


But more good things were in store for that day. Until then, Mike had always accompanied 
Nancy part of the way home after school. They would part ways at a crossroads, each going 
their own direction from there. Nancy had noticed that such a spot wasn't ideal for farewells, 
due to honking cars and the risk of being spotted by her parents’ friends or neighbors. On the 
way home, she had noticed a narrow, dead-end alley where they could bid each other farewell 
"in all intimacy." The goodbye became more intimate, the atmosphere more relaxed, the 
conversations lighter and Mike couldn't believe his luck. 


Two days later, Wednesday finally arrived. Mike took an extra shower after school and 
changed his clothes. When his mother asked what was going on, he told her about his plan to 
meet Nancy. She found it quite amusing. He left home feeling cheerful. 


When he arrived at Nancy's, she opened the door herself. She looked radiant. The first thing 

she told him after their quick stolen welcome kiss, was that John was not home. Enteri g after 
her, he immediately noticed her schoolbooks on the living room table. Her mother was in the 
kitchen. 


"Mom, it's a boy from school," she called to her mother. "Is something wrong?" her mother 
asked in reply. 


While Nancy explained to her mother that Mike had come to copy his homework, he noticed a 
notebook on the table filled with math and science exercises and pieces from other subjects. It 
was Clear that Nancy studied diligently. He had also noticed at school that she excelled in 
almost everything. 


"What do you do in the evenings?" she asked, surprised, when he told her he hardly ever 
studied. "Read or visit Danny and listen to music," he replied. They sat across from each other 
at the large table, notebooks casually open, talking about their hobbies, dreams, and fears for 
the future. Under the table, he had taken off his shoes and was using his foot to caress the 
inside of Nancy's legs. If his sock-covered foot reached too high, she giggled foolishly and 
trapped his foot between her thighs. It was clear she was enjoying it. He was too. 


Around five o'clock, her mother asked if he wanted to stay for a sandwich. "We just finished," 
Nancy surprisingly replied. "Feel free to stay," her mother reassured him when he started to 
get up. So, he stayed for "a sandwich," but he noticed that Nancy had become nervous. 


"So, you're that Mike guy, huh?" her mother attempted a conversation. "But, Mom!" Nancy 
snapped back unexpectedly. Mike couldn't fathom the intensity of her reaction. "Mike needs 
to hurry back, he still has some shopping to do before shops close.” Nancy explained without 
being asked. 


Her behavior was growing stranger by the minute. She also looked visibly tense. But why? He 
didn't need to rush back, did he? There was no mention of that. What was going on here? 


After the lovely afternoon, the dinner turned sour due to the unexpected situation. He limited 
himself to two sandwiches and quickly said his goodbyes. 


In the hallway, Nancy audibly sighed in relief. The worry and nervousness that had come on 
so suddenly, now just as quickly fading away again. “My father,” she sighed. “He will be 
home any minute now. I don’t want him to find you here, because he would surely 
understand too much ...” and then, after quickky looking up and down the street, she quickly 
kissed him and pushed him to the street. “Go, go now!” she pleaded and then closed the door. 


After Mike's visit to Nancy's, their relationship looked better than ever. “what do you think, is 
this real love?” he asked her one afternoon while they were kissing and hugging in their 
goodbye-alley after school. The question hung in the silence around them, even more 
peculiar because of the passionate kissing and caressing that preceded it. 


Their relationship was unlike any he had experienced before, making him certain he had never 
loved anyone as he loved Nancy. But he questioned everything else: Could their unique 
connection endure? Was she content with the situation? What were her expectations? Wasn't 
it time for her to share something with her parents? 


Answers weren't readily available. Thankfully, Nancy sought reassurance of his love just as 
he did hers. However, her primary concern centered on a different aspect. She frequently 
voiced her fear that he might betray her with another girl, that he might continue his nights 
elsewhere after their evenings together. Her fear of losing him confirmed his sense of her 
feelings for him and stroked his male vanity. 


Despite the time that had passed, his feelings for Nancy were still a marvel. At times, kissing 
her goodbye felt dramatic, as if he wouldn't see her for months. Her unexpected touches left 
him disoriented. Sometimes, he even got teary-eyed just from looking at her. 


His love for her felt almost tangible, like a second self within him guiding and transforming 
him. It instructed him to avoid causing her pain or confusion, demanded seriousness, and 
respect for their commitments. Yet, the whole experience was so new and different that it 
made him uneasy and questioned its reality. 


"Are you sure you really love me?" "You know I do, Mike." "Should I even ask then? I don't 
understand you so often. I would give anything to know what you truly feel for me right 
now!" "Keep everything, silly boy. I love you, Mike, truly. I've been with a couple of boys 
before, but it was never like this with you. Never. Do you believe me when I say I don't want 
to lose you? Never again?" "Do you mean it?" "Of course, I mean it." "Really?" "Really!" 
And she pressed herself against him, embraced him tightly, showered him with kisses: on his 
hair, his face, his neck, his lips, his hands. 


Twice in two months, he had been struck by sudden, intense doubts about their relationship's 
sustainability. Twice she had reassured him, convinced him of her feelings' genuineness, of 
the stability of their relationship. As he walked home, he imagined Nancy beside him, 
continuing their conversation. 


Nancy struggled with similar periods of doubt. He realized that, when it was his turn to 
reassure her, he often resorted to one-liners about trust and allowing each other the freedom to 
avoid pushing away someone you love. This made him a bit embarrassed about his own 
doubts. 


He couldn't help but wonder if he had ever truly been in love before. Was the fear of losing 
someone he loved such a new experience for him? As Saturday morning came around, both of 
them had distanced themselves from their recent doubts. At school, they talked extensively 
about their worries and fears. 


Once they agreed to consider their fear of losing each other "normal," Nancy surprised him 
with a question: "Tell me, little guy, are you really sorry for scaring me like that?" "Yes, 
really, Nancy. I just love you too much and made things unnecessarily difficult. Sorry." 
"Hmm, so you really regret it?" "Truly." "Well, then it's an act of contrition and three Hail 
Marys, at least if it's genuine!" 


Unknowingly, he reaffirmed his remorse. He already had her absolution, but now he had a 
penance as well: "Well boy, don't you know that ‘love is: never having to say you're sorry'?" 


But he soon sensed that their happiness had its limits. After successfully clearing his doubts 
on Friday, Nancy suddenly brought him back to reality on Saturday: 


They had agreed to meet at a department store where she then parked her bike. The weather 
was abysmal for a change. He didn't even have time to wonder if she would cycle through the 
rain because she arrived almost simultaneously with him. 


She seemed in good spirits: "Well, well, who do we have here? It's Eddy! But it's been years, 
come on, fancy a drink with me?" They playfully walked arm in arm, as close as possible to 
the buildings, to the dance hall. He paid for the entrance as usual and ordered two Cokes. 
However, the mood quickly changed. The evening that had started so well suddenly took a 
heavy turn: Nancy repaid him the entrance fee. 


He didn't mind her paying her share. As he mentioned, he was never exactly flush with cash. 
If he paid the entrance, she might cover the first round of drinks, or they could discuss it 
together. Since the start, whenever they went out, he had paid the entrance. It had become a 
symbol of togetherness: "two!" And now, suddenly, without any warning, it wasn't possible. 
He didn't understand. 


"Please, put that away, Nancy, the entrance has already been paid." She simply placed the 
money on the table and stared ahead into the hall. 


"Do you really think I'm going to pick that up?" 

"Whatever you like, I've paid my part." 

"Okay, then let it lie." 

But they hadn't considered the waiter. Of course, he assumed the money was for him. He 
picked it up and left the change on the table. Neither of them found the situation comical. 
Their significant problem had been humorously neutralized by the waiter. At least, if the 
problem had really been about money. But there was more to it. So much was clear even to 


him. Nancy didn't say a word, continued staring at the dance floor. 


"Cheers to my health then," Mike said with a smile, raising his Coke. 


She nodded absentmindedly, focusing on the few couples dancing on the floor so early in the 
night. 


"What's wrong, Nancy?" He felt silly asking, but he had to. 


Nancy didn't answer. He moved closer and placed his arm around her. She remained still, as if 
frozen. He leaned in to kiss her. She only had eyes for the dance floor. He rested his head on 
her shoulder and gave up: sooner or later, she would have to say something! 


"Shall we dance?" 
"T don't feel like it." 


Funny how easily one's mood can shift. He was quickly getting bored of sitting still. He 
placed his head between his hands and also looked at the dance floor. 


"Mike! W 


She had suddenly turned towards him and threw herself into his arms. Her lips anxiously 
sought his. Nancy was torn inside. John had reminded her the month’s delay was over and 
she had to decide. How could she tell Mike? He would not understand ... 


Mike realized she was crying, but that couldn’t change the fact that something had snapped 
inside him "This is how long it takes to give up all hope," he realized. "And just yesterday it 
had seemed ..." 


It was a dreadful, agonizing experience. His trust had shattered completely. He felt he 
couldn’t trust her anymore. If one moment she loved him and the next she behaved like this, 
could this be love? 


Conflicting emotions tore at him from within. It was crystal clear to him that he had almost 
lost her. 


"But why?" he pondered. "Why?" What on earth could have happened between the time they 
bid their affectionate farewell after school and now? 


Strangely enough, he felt an overwhelming mixture of joy and sadness. Joy that she had 
seemingly chosen him once more, telling himself that every decision in his favour made their 
relationship stronger, but simultaneously there was this aching sadness that their entire 
relationship seemed built on such shaky ground. What could he be certain of if such things 
could transpire so unexpectedly? What was she hiding for him, and why? 


As Nancy continued to kiss him, a sob welled up within him. Desperately, he tried to suppress 
the inevitable, focusing on Marleen, wiping tears from her cheeks. However, the way she 
gazed at him through her teary eyes shattered his resistance. Oh, those sobs! They surged 
through his body uncontrollably. Once the first one had found an escape, the others followed 
in a desperate rhythm. Hiding his face as best as he could in Nancy's hair, he cried like a 
child. 


The more he cried, the more the negative thoughts weighed him down. Security, trust, 
carefreeness—everything felt irrevocably lost in that moment. 


"Why?" he sobbed. "WHY ?" 


After the worst of the emotions had subsided, his thoughts were still consumed by that single 
question. Even if he wanted to say or ask something else, he couldn't. There was nothing 
within him but bewilderment. He needed an answer, yet he was also fearful of her response. 
There was no plausible explanation for this, he knew. 


Nancy remained in his arms, softly sobbing. Finally, she managed to say something: 


"I don't know where this came from, Mike. Just forget it. It was a silly whim. I do love you, 
truly. But don't you think we're still too young to be serious? We have at least seven months 
of school to go through. Before we can even think about the future seriously, three or four 
years will have passed. Such an eternity, nobody can endure!" 


He understood her so well; it was the core of his doubts. However, the explanation didn't align 
with her behavior. He felt like he was being given a cop-out response. Her answer didn't seem 
like an explanation at all for how she had acted. There must be more to it than she was willing 
to tell. 


"No, of course there's nothing else. What could there be?" He thought, rather sarcastically. 
He was suddenly gripped by a great fear of losing her, and the reflection that she kept 
importantvthings hidden for him, made him even more sarcastic : "Oops — yes, when you're 
afraid of losing someone, you'd break up yourself to prevent that, right?" 


With answers like this, he felt he was losing his grip. To him, it all sounded like, "I actually 
do want to break up, but I don't have the courage yet." He decided to limit his response to the 
"official" explanation he had received from her. He argued with all the conviction he could 
muster that it was indeed possible to endure seven more months at school and then start dating 
officially until they were ready for the next step. Ultimately, it would depend on how much 
they loved each other, how much they were willing to sacrifice, and how well they clicked. 


But it was in vain. Even while he was speaking, he sensed that something had changed in 
how they viewed their relationship. Unfortunately, time would prove him right: something 
fundamental had indeed changed that evening. The dream of a future together had vanished. 


From that monent onwards, he dared not think in terms of "forever" anymore, trying instead 
to savor the moments they spent together day by day, without dwelling on the "later." 
Looking back, he realized that it was also from that moment on that they began speaking in 
terms like "as long as possible" or "until one of us gets bored." 


The incident had its silver lining. Although he wouldn't have admitted it that same evening. 
However contradictory this might sound, the event brought a sense of "lightness" back into 
their relationship. In this aspect, Nancy was right. They had gradually lost the sense of fun 
they once shared. They had isolated themselves—both at school and outside of it. They went 
out alone, always focused on each other, causing others to distance themselves. Danny had 
visited them at the venue, but eventually gave up. They danced only with each other, spoke 
only with each other, and spent hours cuddling and kissing side by side. 


Additionally, Nancy systematically refused to leave the dance hall: she had an agreement with 
John that he could find her there at all times. So, Mike and Nancy never ventured from one 
café to another. There were no fairs for them, no afternoons spent with classmates or others. 
Their relationship had become very insular, barely evolving. Even physically, they remained 
restricted: Nancy had set her boundaries, and he had accepted them. 


He rarely questioned whether the prohibition on dancing with others, the refusal to leave the 
dancd hall, and the agreement to limit their intimate contacts were as final and absolute as he 
had interpreted them to be. 


He sometimes made suggestions, like going to a different bar, for example. However, when 
Nancy declined, which she always did, he quickly acquiesced. It didn't matter much to him, so 
he didn't push the issue. It seemed to him that even raising the question often led to problems. 
So, he asked less and less. He failed to realize that normal disagreements were being left 
unresolved, quietly paving the way for larger problems. 


He believed their problems stemmed largely from a blend of yearning for the unknown and 
fear of it. Not tolerating others around them, spending entire evenings at the dance hall ... "she 
seeks security above all," he thought, resigning to the situation. 


It never occurred to him to talk with Nancy about his self-made conclusions, put them to the 
test or even critically examine them. He never managed to think one step further: perhaps the 
biggest fear had been conquered for now, but now carried a terrible curse—the inability to 
find words for the new. 


Nancy never asked anything. This reinforced his conviction that it was self-evident for her 
that they spent their evenings this way, and no other. However, that same curse weighed 
heavily on him. If words weren't a solution, he should have acted—even against agreements 
that weren't sustainable. On the contrary, he was so conscious of the literal content of every 
answer and accepted every statement so definitively and bindingly that he rarely asked 
anything twice. 


Slowly, their communication had changed. Potentially risky discussions were avoided at all 
cost. The meaning even of simple answers like "no" or "yes” needed interpretation. After 
only a couple of months of dating together, the petulant conversations from the start had been 
replaced by cautious discussiins and the two youngsters found themselves surrounded by a 
wall of self-imposed taboos. 


The more Mike dwelled on that disastrous evening, the more convinced he became that Nancy 
had indeed questioned their relationship and that she had made clear that something was 
fundamentally wrong, endangering their bond. This time, she had undoubtedly asked for 
something. Even though she had given no reasons for nesrly breaking up with him, Mike was 
certain that she had signalled that she was not satisfied and that she had, in fact, asked herself 
and him to change something. 


But what needed to change? And how? 


"Our relationship has become boring, " Mike pondered, and for a brief moment, it appeared as 
if he had found the right answer, a way to make everything work after all: Nancy wanted 


more pleasure, more fun, more tension ? Wellll, that was something he used to be very good 
at! 


The following Monday, he introduced a new dynamic. "If things aren't working well the way 
we are now, then there's nothing to lose in trying something different," he rationalized to 
himself throughout the night. By the next day, the entire school would be aware of his 
newfound mindset. 


The previous year, Mike had developed a strong friendship with Paul and Roger, meeting up 
with them even outside of school. With all Mike’s attention going to Nancy, they had accused 
him of disregarding them repeatedly. Eventually, Paul and Roger's companionship solidified, 
and while Mike and Paul had been inseparable at school the previous year, Paul now sat next 
to Roger in class, and the two of them spent their breaks together. 


Arriving early at school that Monday, Mike didn't wait for Nancy’s arrival, but sought out 
Paul and Roger instead. It felt as if nothing had changed—within moments, they were 
laughing over the most trivial things. When Nancy arrived in the courtyard, Mike remained 
with Paul and Roger. She approached them directly, seamlessly integrating into their small 


group. 


“That is one!” Mike smiled satisfied and indeed, the rest of the week, the four of them 
enjoyed themselves very much at school. 


... And then came two and three and more ... yearning to infuse their relationship with an 
extra spark, a dash of excitement that would enliven their journey, Mike hatched a plan to 
rekindle the playful spirit of their early days, to bring laughter and daring adventures into their 
love story. However, as his actions unfolded, so did unforeseen consequences that tested the 
bounds of their connection. 


With a glint in his eye, Mike returned to his former classroom antics, determined to create a 
lively atmosphere. He provoked discussions with teachers, raising provocative questions that 
turned even the most serious lectures into spirited debates. He injected humor into the once- 
monotonous lessons, bringing smiles to the faces of his classmates and even a chuckle or two 
from the teachers themselves. 


At first, Nancy embraced the change, her eyes dancing with amusement at Mike's audacious 
behavior. She joined in the laughter, relishing the lightness he brought to their days. But as the 
days passed, Mike's pranks grew bolder and his attitude more rebellious. He pushed the 
boundaries, disrupting classes with practical jokes that had everyone in stitches. 


No wonder, Nancy's initial enthusiasm started to wane as she witnessed the mounting 
consequences of Mike's antics. Teachers grew frustrated, their patience wearing thin as they 
struggled to maintain control over the classroom. Mike's once-beloved pranks now incurred 
stern reprimands, and the jovial atmosphere he had intended to create began to crumble. 


One afternoon after school, standing beneath their favorite oak tree, Nancy's expression 
turned somber. "Mike, I have to be honest with you," she began, her gaze searching his eyes. 
"I know you wanted to add more fun and excitement to our relationship, but your behavior in 
school is getting out of hand." 


Mike frowned, his playfulness momentarily faltering. "Come on, Nancy, I thought you 
wanted more adventure, more tension between us." 


Nancy sighed, her fingers tracing patterns in the grass. "I do, Mike, but not at the cost of 
disrespecting others and risking your own future. You're crossing lines that could lead to 
serious consequences." 


Mike leaned back against the tree, his demeanor more serious now. "I didn't realize it would 
get this serious. I just wanted to bring some of our spark back." 


Nancy looked at him earnestly. "I understand, Mike, but there are better ways to do that. I'm 
afraid that your actions will eventually lead to punishment. I don't want to be involved in the 


consequences of your rude behavior." 


Mike's expression softened, and he reached for Nancy's hand. "I didn't think about it that way. 
I guess I got carried away." 


Nancy squeezed his hand gently. "I know you meant well, but please, for both of us, consider 
the impact of your actions. Let's find ways to have fun without hurting others or jeopardizing 


our future." 


Mike nodded, remorse flickering in his eyes. "You're right, Nancy. I shouldn't have let things 
get out of hand. I promise I'll change my behavior and try to make amends." 


Their connection deepened in that moment, as they faced the challenge together. Mike 
realized that his quest for excitement had inadvertently endangered the very bond he 
cherished. With Nancy's guidance, he learned that true adventure could be found in nurturing 
their love with respect, understanding, and a shared commitment to building a future that was 
both thrilling and harmonious. 

On the other hand: if not this way, which other way could he find to liven up things? 

"Mike, you'd never do something like that to me, right?" 


Later that Saturday, in the dance hall, behind their curtain, Mike and Nancy sat intertwined. 
Nancy, sitting with her back against Mike, heaved a soft sigh. He caressed her gently. 


"What do you mean, sweetheart?" 
"You know very well." 
"To be honest, I haven't the slightest clue." He drew her closer. 


"I'm scared, Mike. I'm not always strong, and with you—things are so different now. I'm not 
sure of myself anymore. Can you understand?" 


Mike believed he comprehended her. However, he realized later that he hadn't truly 
understood her at all—though that realization would come much later. 


In that moment, he merely grasped her expression of fear towards her own desires. He 
reassured her, explaining that her feelings were natural. They were both young, drawn to each 
other's bodies... Nancy nestled into him, quietly savoring the moment. If she had been a cat, 
she would've been purring. 


But as he rode home later that evening, frustration and dissatisfaction simmered within him. 
He had missed an opportunity to grow closer to Nancy, and he knew it. Why had they 
remained at the dance hall again? Why hadn't he pushed the boundaries they had set? Why 
hadn't he guided Nancy also towards his own body? 


As he slipped into bed, irritation enveloped him. He dreamt that Nancy left him for someone 
else. A dream, ... whereas he had long believed he didn'tt dream at all! This time, however, 
he awoke from the dream, unable to return to sleep. 


"Even if things go well, they're still going wrong," he berated himself, rising much too early 
in the morning after only a few hours of fitful sleep. "What must I do to get it right?" he 
desperately questioned again over a cup of self-brewed coffee. 


With the immediate fear of losing Nancy somewhat receded, he felt reinvigorated and 
rekindled his passion for reading. 


During this time also, he observed Nancy from a distance. What he saw pleased him. He 
rediscovered her beauty—the elegant figure she possessed. Yet, it wasn't just her physical 
appearance that captivated him; it was Nancy herself—her personality, her wisdom, her 
perspectives. He noted how much more measured she was compared to his impulsiveness, her 
careful deliberation in group conversations, the planning she put into her evenings and weeks, 
her thoughtful consideration of the potential consequences of her actions. He recognized a 
"calculated" aspect in her that was foreign to him. He observed her occasional aggression, a 
result of struggling to articulate herself, and recognized her ambition—she wanted to be the 
best. Whatever she lacked in insight, she compensated for with studying and targeted reading. 


She was popular among the other girls in the class, he noted. And even if Roger had playfully 
referred to her as a "hardass," it was still abundantly clear that she was by far the most 
attractive girl in the class, a fact that led to her receiving special attention from all the boys in 
their group. 


When they were alone, and Nancy placed his hand on her chest, he was rendered speechless. 
In group settings, their gazes meeting ignited sparks. He began feeling like a better person 
under her influence, scornful of his previous machismo and brashness. He also distanced 
himself from his flirtatious tendencies and the haste with which he had tried to explore every 
girl's body as quickly as possible upon discovery. In the span of three months, he underwent 
more change than in the three preceding years, and he was acutely aware of it. Equally 
evident was the lingering fundamental issue in their relationship—the taboos. 


Sometimes, he pondered the physical aspect of their relationship. Was Nancy's remark about 
not being sure of herself not a nearly direct invitation to "cross that line"? He concluded that 
he needed to meet her in different places and times, outside of the dance hall, away from the 
crowd. Somewhere they could be alone to gain clarity. 


But Nancy refused. She couldn't leave the dance hall, she reminded him, as John was always 
supposed to find her there. He then suggested shopping together. Surely, she too had to buy 
books every now and then? But afternoons of shopping were out of the question, arousing 
suspicion at home. City park visits were off-limits due to the winter weather. It hadn't been 
long enough since his last visit to her house. Furthermore, her parents had begun questioning 
his significance to her. Apparently, he had been wrong in this respect, leading him to believe 
they weren't quite ready for something new. And so, he resigned himself. 


However, it was an uneasy truce. Each day it became clearer that Nancy also yearned for 
more intimacy. Their desire for each other continued to grow, an electric field that hung ever- 
present between them. 


While this had its merits, the "Nancy Obsession" intensified. He was driven by the urge for 
deeper connection at every moment. He drifted off in his novels, sketched her while studying, 
saw references to them in every song lyric, found messages in every movie... Nancy was 
always there, always on his mind, and so was the urge to be with her. But simultaneously, 
there was the painful awareness of the barricades she had erected between them. 


After that weekend, Mike wouldn't see Nancy during the weekends for three consecutive 
weeks. He consoled himself with the notion that such a saturday evening hardly compared to 
the full days they spent together at school. 


At school, their connection was in fact stronger than ever. They shared secret kisses, reveled 
in stolen touches, and studied for exams together as much as possible. 


Exams came and went without major incidents. Even after late-night study sessions, Nancy 
remained as endearing as ever each day and Mike did all he could to boost her confidence and 
support her. 


For both of them, the exam results turned out fine. After each exam, they compared their 
answers. "Did you get that one?" "I did too!" 


With each exam, the certainty grew that our results would be satisfactory, elevating their 
mood even further. 


But it wasn't just the academic achievements that made those days special. The campus itself 
seemed to come alive, echoing with laughter and youthful exuberance. After the exams, 
teachers turned classes into spirited discussions about music, cinema, and the profound 
questions of life, fostering an environment where Mike and Nancy's spirits soared. 


For Nancy and Mike, the most pleasant classes had always been chemistry and physics. From 
the long rows of tables in the lab, they observed or teased the teacher, and he did the same to 
them. The younsters had a fixed spots next to each other from where they engaged in a 
constant playful tournament with the teacher. 


The teacher had a knack for making them the center of attention: he regularly spewed 
innuendos—sometimes subtly, sometimes blatantly—about their "constant flirtations." He 
delighted in inciting word skirmishes, in which Mike boldly engaged, though he ended up 
losing most of the time. He went so far as to lock Nancy and Mike in the "preparation 
cubicle" ("so that the others could focus on the lesson instead of staring at you guys the whole 


time" - sic). He would unexpectedly raise the blackboard, or even peek through the keyhole to 
check if they were behaving, providing commentary to the rest of the class. Laughter echoed 
through the building. Or, feigning anger, he would send them out into the hallway without 
apparent reason, only to call them back in a while later, announcing it was just a game and 
that they had to identify an object the class had chosen in the lab. 


Childish games? Oh, absolutely. Yet each game reinforced their "Romeo and Juliet" bond, 
each game strengthened their sense of togetherness. 


With exams behind them, they resumed going out on weekends. But the break hadn't done 
much good: the time at school had been so fantastic that being together at the dance hall 
seemed like an anticlimax. 


But wasn't this what neiher Nancy or Mike wanted? Where was the enjoyment in spending the 
entire evening hiding behind the curtain on our chairs? 


Within half an hour at the dance hall, they found themselves engaged in a profound discussion 
about the nature of their relationship and how to proceed. 


For over an hour, they discussed matters, only to find out they were not ready for change at 
all. To start with, Nancy wasn't keen on sharing their relationship with her parents, rendering 
the rest mere castles in the air. 


Still, the evening wasn't a complete failure. Quite the opposite, actually, as Nancy 
unexpectedly declared with utmost seriousness that she couldn't imagine marrying or living 
with anyone else but Mike. 


Even in their intimate moments, they took a small step beyond the usual boundaries. Yet 
Nancy clearly struggled to reconcile her desires with the fear of being labeled promiscuous. 
"What do you think of me now, Mike?" she asked in a hesitant tone, as if she had just 
committed a grave sin of indecency. 


The next week, the class went on school trip. Mike and Nancy of course found themselves 
sitting side by side on the bus. The journey to a factory and a museum became a journey of 
discovery for the two of them, with their caresses sending electric currents of affection 
through their veins. The tour became a backdrop for their own private world, where they 
whispered sweet promises and shared dreams for the future. 


Simply sitting next to Nancy on the bus, feeling the pressure of her body against his, her hand 
on his leg and vice versa, her head against his shoulder... it was superb! As the students toured 
the factory, Mike and Nancy strolled at the back of the group, arms around each other's 
waists. On the way back home, Nancy placed Mike's hand in her lap and her coat over his 
hand. Needless to say, the journey home passed far too quickly! 


On December 19th, they attended the last day of school for the semester. Nancy gifted Mike a 
passport photo, calling it a "medication to get him through the Christmas vacation." She 
emphasized that it was the first photo she had ever given a boy. 


Since December 19th was a Saturday, it was also dance hall day. Once again, they retreated to 
their corner instead of mingling with others. But this time, the atmosphere was different. It 


was charged with an undeniable energy. It would be fourteen days before they would meet 
again. This, coupled with the exceptional days they had shared, put us them an unusually 
amorous and melancholical mood. It became the best evening they ever spent together in that 
room. In fact, it was as if the room itself had transformed into a sanctuary of love. 


Their conversation was deep and profound, avoiding the obvious obstacles this time, and 
carefully delving into the nature of their relationship and the path they would forge. In the 
dimly lit corner, they talked about dreams and aspirations, hopes and fears. As the evening 
unfolded, each word they exchanged felt like a piece of their souls merging, strenghtening 
their unbreakable bond that would transcend time and space. 


With every glance shared, they reveled in the unspoken understanding that passed between 
them. Their fingers intertwined, hearts beating in rhythm, as if they were composing a 
symphony of love. The room around them seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of them 
and the magic they created together. 


When the time came for Nancy to leave, they held onto each other a little longer, as if trying 
to etch the memory into their hearts forever. As she walked away, a sense of melancholy 
settled upon Mike, but it was a sweet sorrow, a testament to the depth of their connection. 


Their journey continued, separated by the impending holidays, yet bound by an unbreakable 

thread of love and shared experiences. The memory of that evening remained etched in their 

hearts during the winter holidays, a reminder of the beauty that blossomed from their love, a 
love that was stronger than any distance or time apart. 


Chapter 7: The End, or Not The End ? 


Never had a Christmas vacation lasted this long. A full week before New Year's, Mike's card 
for Nancy was already prepared. And while Nancy would learn his poem by heart and recite it 
later to boost Mike's morale in his darkest moments, Mike anticipated the first Saturday of 
January, as if everything in life was meaningless, except for the time spent with Nancy. 


Half an hour early that Saturday, Mike was eagerly waiting at the warehouse. Luckily, Nancy 
arrived about fifteen minutes ahead. 


Lucky? 


Nancy hadn't thought of buying a gift for Mike, so she gave him some money to treat himself 
to a record. He might have considered it a nice gesture, understanding how difficult it must 
have been for her to buy a gift without her family finding out. But he was simply taken aback. 
Accepting money as a New Year's gift? 


Once inside the hall, it became clear that this mood was just the precursor to a heavier storm. 
Nancy wasn't comfortable with their slightly more intimate interactions on December 19th. 
She had clearly sorted things out during the holiday to avoid another "December 19th" at all 
costs. 


"Let's go to John's," she suggested as soon as they got drinks. "I don't feel like dancing, I'm 
not feeling well," she immediately warned him. 


¢ Menstrual pains? 
* No, just not feeling well. 


Was it a coincidence that John had stayed at the dance hall that evening? It had never been his 
habit to spend his evening there. 


The evening turned into a flop. With John always around, there was hardly any conversation, 
let alone fun. While Mike was used to some inconsistency from Nancy, he had hoped _ they 
had left those days behind. Why this attitude now, right after their previous moments together 
had been so good? 


Perhaps she really wasn't "feeling well"? 


If he had hoped he could chalk up the failed evening to an upcoming flu or an unsuccessful 
Christmas vacation, thinking they would quickly leave the weekend flop behind at school on 
Monday, he was mistaken. 


He realized with shock that Nancy, barely two weeks after telling him she couldn't imagine 
her life with someone else, wanted to end their relationship. Next Monday at school, she 
didn't say a word in the courtyard, she distanced herself from him in class, she returned his 
photo "because it was getting too risky at home," and when he gave her a single of a Flemish 
singer, who was highly regarded by her at the time , she refused to accept it: 


* Hang it in your room, then you might maybe think of me again every now and a while! 
* Maybe think of you again? What exactly do you mean? 

¢ I don't know, Mike, let me think about it again. 

Her response was as confusing as it was clear. 


Unlike previous tense moments in their relationship, this time Mike felt mostly angry. Maybe, 
he thought, they should just break up; He didn't know what to expect from her anymore. 
Obviously, she herself didn't know what she wanted... Isn't that what she had said? And that's 
exactly how she was acting! 


The more he thought about the situation, the more determined he was not to let "it" affect him 
emotionally. 


Throughout the week, Nancy remained distant. Mike refused to chase after her. In class, Paul 
and Roger now always sat next to each other. That was unfortunate for him, of course. But it 
was something he could live with. If Nancy lingered when leaving class, he immediately went 
to the courtyard with Paul and Roger. She usually joined them there, but without saying a 
word. 


So, he was mentally prepared when she presented her thoughts to him on that Saturday, 
January 9th, during break time about why it was better to break up: They were too young; 
they needed a few more years to enjoy themselves; She didn't want to risk getting pregnant... 


Likely true enough: Nancy had only started going out regularly since she knew Mike, whereas 
he had been visiting dance halls occasionally since he was 14, and almost every week since he 
turned 15. To Nancy, the dance hall still held the magic of the recurring ball, where Cinderella 
could become a princess again every week. 


By then, he no longer had any answers to her arguments. he had seen this moment coming all 
week and had resigned himself to the fact that it was inevitable, that arguing against it would 
be futile. 


“Say something, Mike “ 
He shook his head : “You know I can't say anything that will change this. I'm gone.” 


Saying is one thing. Doing is sometimes not so easy. After a while, Nancy and Mike stared 
into each other's eyes, while he concentrated all his energy on getting his legs moving, and 
find the strength to turn around and walk away. 


When he finally managed, he looked at "my love" one more time and then walked away from 
her, away from that intimate bond he had become accustomed to. 


That Saturday, a chapter was closed. An important and beautiful chapter in his young life. A 
chapter that he wished could have lasted forever, but unfortunately, it was over. 


The next few days were filled with confusion and inner turmoil. He couldn't decide what to 
do. On one hand, he still had strong feelings for Nancy and cherished the moments they had 
shared. On the other hand, he felt like he was being pulled in different directions and couldn't 
handle the emotional rollercoaster anymore. 


During that time, he spent more time with his old friends Paul and Roger again, trying to 
distract himself from the turmoil inside. They advised him to take a step back and evaluate 
whether the relationship had been healthy for him. They reminded him that he deserved 
happiness and stability. 

One afternoon, Nancy found Mike sitting alone in the school courtyard. She sat down beside 
him and looked into his eyes, her expression sincere and vulnerable. "Mike, I've been thinking 
a lot. I don't want to keep hurting you like this. It's not fair to you," she said softly. 

He looked at her, feeling a mixture of sadness and relief. 


"Nancy, I appreciate your honesty. This has been really hard for both of us." 


She nodded, her eyes welling up with tears. "I still care about you, Mike. But I think it's best 
for us to take a break. Maybe we can find some clarity and figure out what we really want." 


He took a deep breath, feeling the weight of her words sinking in. 


"I think that's a good idea,"Ihe finally said. 
"We both need some time to figure things out." 


Nancy smiled through her tears, and they both knew that this was now the only right decision: 
They had honestly tried to build something lasting together, but it had not worked out, so — at 
least for now — they should grant each other the necessary distance to keep growing as a 
person. 


To his great surprise, Mike now noticed that ending their relationship didn't make him as 
unhappy as he had feared. After all, he was well-prepared. 


As much as they felt for each other, there had always been a desperate thought in both of their 
minds that they had met each other too soon: "This can't last forever, we have too much 
studying left." And due to circumstances, "this" had become too heavy: they hardly enjoyed 
themselves anymore. Moreover, it had always been a sign for him that Nancy had never dared 
to stand up for him: her parents knew nothing about him. In no place that truly mattered, did 
anyone know about him. 


Conclusion: As much as he was in love, along with the pain of the end of their relationship, 
there was also the feeling of being allowed to be himself again. 


However, Mike soon discovered he had overlooked a small detail: They were in the same 
class. Old habits don't change easily. In school, there was little outward change in the first 
days: Mike and Nancy remained two "thick" friends who kept each other company on the 
schoolyard and talked about a hundred and one things, just like in the best days. Nancy even 
took her place close to him in class again, and with the pressure of the relationship gone, they 
had even more fun than before. 


However, there was no misunderstanding: it was over between them. Finished. Done. The 
dream was over: gone, forgotten, over. 


"I was mistaken," he comforted himself. "I had seen the love of my life in Nancy, and now I 
realize that looking back from the future, I could only give her a place among the ‘better 
girlfriends”: someone with whom there was a connection, someone who accompanied you for 
a few months on your life's journey. Until the paths diverged again, and, richer from a 
beautiful experience, you continued walking separately." 


So it was over. Tough luck! Or was it not that simple after all? 


e "Why do you always say 'thank you' in class when you use something of mine? What's mine 
is yours, right?" 

e "You too, Mike?" 

e "Me too, with body and soul, with skin and hair. My 'corpus' isn't yet a 'delictum,' so it should 
be fine, | guess." 

e "And if | gave you my body, would you want it?" 


That had been December19.th . Now, not even a month later, everything was completely different. 
Nancy was a girl in class, and Mike was a boy. They were classmates, maybe even buddies: kind to 


each other, easygoing, loyal, and supportive. They avoided difficult subjects and apart for the kisses 
and caresses, interacted with each other in exactly the same way as 30 days before. 


When he told Roger and Paul that it was "over," they first thought he was joking. They 
observed the couple and didn't understand what they saw. Even John couldn't quite grasp it 
anymore. And although he himself knew best how the situation was, he didn't seem to 
comprehend how smoothly we had slid from one situation to another. 


As the distance between Nancy and Mike slowly grew, Nancy seemed to be able to speak her 
mind freely for the first time. The feedback that he had missed before now came easily and 
cheerfully, "from buddy to buddy." Or at least, that's how it began: 


e "At first, | had formed a completely different image of you." 

e "Il canimagine, | come across as quite superficial, right?" 

e "That's not exactly what | mean, but | never thought you would care so much about another 
person, that you could be so gentle, so tender, so ... sentimental." 

e "Well, | really cared about you, Nancy. You were a totally new experience for me, my biggest 
- maybe my only real love so far." 

e "Allin the past tense, Mike?" 

e "Nancy! Sorry, but | didn't break up with you, did |?!" 

e "Mike?" 

e "Hmm" 

e "Honestly, tell me: what did you think of me when you first met me? - (Aaach, so that's what 
it was all about?!)" 

e "Right from the beginning? The first time | saw you?" 

e "Yes, that first day at school when John introduced me to you." 

e "Hmm, | thought you were gutsy, seemed smart, and were the prettiest girl in the class." 

e "Did you go with me for those reasons?" 

e "Is that not a good reason?" 

e "I'm not sure..." 

e "What do you mean by that?" 

e "Oh, never mind." 

e "Do you want to know if | fell in love with you right away?" 

e "No, sorry, it was wrong of me to ask, never mind." 

e "| wanted you right away, Nancy. From the first five minutes, | wanted to be with you. Is that 
what you wanted to know? Well, yes: As soon as | noticed you in the court yard that first 
school day, | knew | wanted you: in my life, in my bed, everywhere... Is that better?" 

e "Stop, Mike, stop it, will you?" She walked away from me, crying. 


But not much later, she returned, her eyes still red from crying, with an expression on her face as if 
Mike had broken up with her, not the other way around. 


Most of the time, however, they avoided talking about the "past". In recent weeks, they had 
already opened up more to others, and it was logical that this would now be even more the 
case. The personal conversations were forced to stop because they were almost always with 
Roger and Paul, often also with a few of the other class mates in their group. 


The following week, Mike was back at the dance hall ... with Danny. 


He had made a solemn promise not to flirt, but there was a very relaxed atmosphere and, for 
once, there was a group of girls of which he knew one girl from years before. While he was 


laughing and dancing with the girls to the tunes of Van Morrison's "Gloria" and its eternal 
twin "Satisfaction" by The Stones, he suddenly noticed Nancy. She was standing on the edge 
of the dance floor, staring at him as if she had seen a ghost. 


Nancy was Nancy. So he immediately approached her, wished her a good evening, and asked 
if she wanted to join the group. She disdainfully wrinkled her nose and looked straight ahead. 
The weight of her silence lay heavily between them. 


“Nancy...?" ... He didn't even know what he wanted to say, but anything seemed better than 
standing there in that awkward silence. 


As soon as he mentioned her name, Nancy launched a frontal attack. 


e "| find it rather sad, you know, that it took you so long to want to get to know me." 

e "Oh, blame it on those silly chicks. | hadn't noticed you earlier because of them. I'll make it 
up with a little tango a la Mike." 

e "Don't be so naive, Mike. Besides, you shouldn't call those girls ‘silly chicks.’ You seem to 
have fun with them, right?" 

e "Yes, sure ... There's fun and then there's fun, you know." 

e "What do you mean by that?" 

e "Nancy, in case you haven't figured me out yet: this is just a pastime. Innocent, without deep 
feelings or intentions." 


She gazed out into the dark room once again. 
When she spoke again, he was even more surprised by her words: 


e "Mike, I'm jealous of those girls." 

e "Why?" 

e "You seem to be having a much better time with them than you ever did with me." 

e "This is different, Nancy. This means nothing. And we are with several people together. It’s 
easier to make fun when you're in a group.” 

e "That's not true, Mike. You are having fun with these girls, something I've been missing." 

e "Oh, Nancy, come on, be serious for a bit! How many times have we talked about this? How 
many times have | asked you not to stay glued to the dance hall every night? And now you're 
telling me this?!" 


He said it with a laugh, trying to mask the seriousness of his words. But the laughter froze on his face 
as he noticed tears welling up in her eyes. Impulsively, he pulled her into his arms and held her close. 
She immediately wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her body tightly against his. 


That was enough to make his heart leap with joy. His head spun as he thought, "Nancy still 
loves me!" He felt euphoric, floating above everything and everyone. The timing was perfect: 
Peter Maffay's "Du bist alles, was ich habe auf der Welt" was playing, and in his heart, he 
sang along at the top of his lungs, "Ich habe dich lieb, so lieb." 


As they danced, Nancy told him that she had been most attracted to his exuberance and was 
surprised when she discovered how serious he actually was. Her words confused him: "But 

wait a minute, help me here: weren't you the one who asked me to behave properly, to act as 
expected..." 


e "Yes, and when you did, | missed your crazy ideas and your loudness in class." 

e "But you never said that... and when | became too boring, you broke up with me. Did it go 
like that?" 

e "No!" Suddenly, she seemed angry about so much misunderstanding on his part. 


Mid-dance, she stopped suddenly, looked at him, and then said that she had broken up with 
him because she was afraid that otherwise "something serious" would happen, but that she 
still loved him just as much. 


e "| kept our agreement, didn't |?" he stammered, totally bewildered. 
e "Even towards the end?" she asked softly. 


He thought back to the most beautiful moments he had spent with her. Tears were closer to 
him now than laughter. 


e "And that's why you broke up???" 


But gradually, he realized that the picture didn't fit. Something was off. If this had been the real 
reason, they could have talked about it. No, this was a pretext to be able to restart without losing 
face. But why was Nancy bringing this up now? 


"She wants an excuse to be able to start again without losing face," he thought, and 
immediately he felt like a very small boy: a little boy who smells a very small chance. 


e "What if | promise you that | will really stick to our agreement?" 
e "Oh, Mike, if you only knew what | really want sometimes when we're together..." 


Shit... no. Her response was an unexpected cold shower. The knife she stuck between his ribs cut 
both ways: if he did something, she would break up with him out of fear, and if he did nothing, it still 
wouldn't be right. "For the games people play now..." He felt the distance between them growing, 
while song lyrics replaced what could have been a conversation in his mind, "...never saying what 
they mean now, never meaning what they say..." 


But how was his silence perceived by her?... Fool, triple-flipped sausage that he was: why 
didn't he tell her that he couldn't handle this kind of behavior and these kinds of answers? 
Why didn't he explain that he interpreted her approach as "let's sleep together," even though 
she was saying, "I can't be with you because you can't keep your hands off me." Was he so 
sure she understood she was playing a game? Was he now even giving up hope for a 
meaningful conversation? 


In any case, after a while, he began to spout the usual nonsense that he had tried 
unsuccessfully before to escape from this slippery, treacherous ground. Maybe it would work 
now? 


His litany began with good moral behavior; he talked about going out in groups with Paul, 
Roger, Danny, even John, other people she might know; how they could have fun... but it 
ended up pathetically with an exhaustive search for the most extreme promises: that he would 
always wait for her, that she could always come back to him, that he wouldn't look at other 
girls... 


Here, on the dance floor of the dance hall, surrounded by girls he had been enjoying moments 
with just moments ago, they were forging their - his - misfortune. 


"The only thing that matters is that she loves me," echoed in his head, and every time he 
danced with a nice girl in the weeks and months that followed, that realization, that hope, that 
dream would start hammering again: "Nancy still loves me!" 


He thought they had found a somewhat firmer ground. A foundation from which they could 
build. In reality, he was sinking deeper into the quicksand than ever before. 


He lost himself, placed himself in Nancy's shoes, swallowed by her. What remained was a 
shadow of himself, in a state of advanced decay. Now he truly felt insecure. Whatever he did, 
was wrong. But at the same time, he felt exhausted, had a tough week, vacillated between 
hope and despair, between dream and disbelief, and couldn't determine his attitude anymore. 
Not for himself, let alone towards Nancy. 


Nancy's actions and emotions remained complex and difficult to fully interpret. She seemed to 
have mixed feelings towards him, vacillating between moments of warmth and affection, and 
moments of manipulation or distancing. Increasingly, their relationship appeared to be marked 
by uncertainty, jealousy, and miscommunication. Mike knew that, while navigateing this 
emotional rollercoaster, it was essential to consider his own feelings and well-being too. 


He remembered himself that a healthy relationship should be built on mutual respect, 
understanding, and clear communication, that he must evaluate whether this situation was 
beneficial for his emotional health and whether the patterns he was experiencing were 
sustainable much longer. He knew he needed space to grow individually now, he knew he 
should focus on himself, but found it impossible to take a clear break from their confusing 
relationship with Nancy keeping a distance one day, but reminding him she still loved him on 
the next day. 


“Ts it true that you called me a "chick"? “ 
“Who says so and how can you even believe I did?” 


“You call other girls silly chicks or foolish geese all the time, even if you were just kissing 
them a moment before. So why wouldn't you say the same about me?” 


“Because you're not a silly chick to me, Nancy.” 
“Then, please explain me: what exactly am Ito you?” 


Oh, the pain that would wash over Mike each time he realized again that she was his 
obsession, his only love - And yet, at the same time, was aware of that dark suspicion that she 
was merely manipulating him the entire time to get as much attention as possible! 


As time went on, the situation between them continued to grow more complex and strained. 
Nancy's behavior continued to alternate between warmth and distance, and it became 
increasingly difficult for Mike to navigate his conflicting feelings for her. Her actions seemed 
to be a mixture of genuine affection and a desire for attention and control. 


Despite the challenges and confusion, the more complicated things became, the clearer he did 
realize that he needed to prioritize his own well-being. He recognized that he deserved a 
relationship built on honesty, trust, and mutual respect. The intense emotions he felt for 
Nancy were both a blessing and a curse, and he knew he had to find a way to break free from 
this vicious cycle of emotional turmoil. 


Soon also, he realized that the rollercoaster of emotions with Nancy had taken its toll on him. 
His old friends Paul and Roger continued to express their concerns, and it became apparent 
that the relationship, if it could even be called that at this time, was unhealthy, destructive and 
unsustainable. The constant oscillation between affection and detachment had left him 
emotionally drained and increasingly uncertain. 


After the "difficult" month from mid-January to mid-February, our conversations became 
lighter again, and they laughed together once more. But the more things improved between 
them, the more Mike regretted that everything wasn't completely right. As if things were not 
difficult enough already, Nancy now also sought physical contact again. However, each time 
she playfully ran her fingers through his hair or amused herself with the hair on his arms, he 
felt himself freeze. He allowed her to continue apathetically, but didn't feel joy or excitement 
in those moments, only pain and sadness. Those simple touches seemed so contradictory to 
the kind of relationship they had that they only made him more acutely aware of the type of 
connection he truly wanted with Nancy. Once again, they found themselves lost in paradoxes. 


Several times, Mike tried to cry when he was alone, but the relieving tears refused to obey. He 
would lie on his bed for hours, doing nothing. He had no motivation left and was mentally 
exhausted, broken, without the strength to sort things out. He intertwined their initials into a 
bloody mark on his arm with a safety pin, reopening the wound when it started to heal and 
evensprinkleing pepper on the bloodlines to try to drive away the emotional pain with 
physical pain, hoping the tattoo would never be lost ... 


"Don't you think that girl over there looks a lot like Annemarie?" 
"That 'M' on your eraser, does that mean 'Mieke,' 'Martine,' or 'Murielle'? 


To Mike, remarks like this felt like pure manipulation ? Nancy, surely was playing cruel 
games with him?" But he knew the truth was much more complex. If Nancy had no feelinfs 
for him, she wouldn’t spend all this time and energy on him and wouldn’t want to be with him 
all the time. Therefore, even in those moments, he usually didn't have the courage to respond 
to what sounded like sarcastic remarks. And, each time he did, Nancy would act innocent and 
show herself highly offended and wronged. 


"And what if that 'M' means 'Martine' or 'Murielle'? A relief for you that I've finally turned my 
thoughts to someone else? You don't want to be with me anymore!" 


"How can you say a thing like that, Mike! It's not true! Didn't I promise you that we could be 
together again in the future? If I'm asking you that question, isn't it clear that the meaning of 
that 'M' is important to me! I don't understand you at all anymore, Mike! Why do you say 
such terrible things to me?" 


Oh well, why did he say those things in the first place? Why does a dog wag its tail in joy and 
a cat does it as a warning for an imminent attack? 


Something new was that Nancy started objecting to the length of my hair around this time, or 
because I had started smoking again. My clothing choices also became a regular subject of 
reprimand. To Nancy's displeasure, he had started wearing jeans to school more and more and 
had also bought a pair of high boots, which Nancy didn't like either. 


"I know I shouldn’t allow it to bother me, but it's so unfortunate that I have to tell you,” she 
said, almost apologetically. 


But whatever she said, it seemed for Mike important to set himself apart from her in at least 
some ways, and soon he almost exclusively wore jeans and even stopped going to the 
hairdresser. 


There was a major school party on february 21st. The school was buzzing with plans, and te 
students were forming small groups to attend the party with. Mike kept to his own and 
wasn't planning on participating. Rather late that night, however, feeling lonely and sad, he 
decided to go to the dance hal anyway and have a quick view. 


He had barely arrived and already regretted his decision and planned on going elsewhere, 
when he noticed her. Nancy was standing on the top step of the staircase leading to the hall, 
waving. “At me,” he realized in surprise. He waved back but stayed put. Nancy jumped into 
the crowd and soon made it to his side. 


"Come to the hall with me, it's really good over there!" She was actually saying it to him! 


He looked at her puzzled, confused, then noticed there was something familiar in the way she 
looked at him and in the tone of her voice. Nancy's exuberant mood hypnotized him. At first, 
he felt suspicious, wary, but above all overwhelmed, invited... slowly, hesitant still, he took 
her outstretched hand and guided her back to the hall. It was more than good there, he realized 
- and stiflingly hot too! He led Nancy through the crowd hand in hand. When he turned to her, 
to check if this was what she wanted, it seemed as though she had been waiting for that, 
because he wasn't even halfway turned around before she was in his arms, their mouths 
eagerly seeking each other, as they sank into a blissful kiss. 


How wonderful it is to hold someone you love in your arms, to kiss them! Two months of hell 
were erased in a fraction of a second. There was that overwhelming feeling that everything 
was right, that finally everything was as it had always meant to be, and that it was good that 
way, ... Sooo good that it had to stay this way for ever. 


For a moment, he caught himself thinking, "Maybe this is because Murielle is in the hall," 
but even the thought itself seemed like a sin. All his worries and doubts from the past month 
seemed so unfounded, so childish and naive in that moment. See, he had been right all along, 
she loved him; it was only fear and uncertainty thst driven them apart ... How could he have 
ever thought, dared to think that Nancy didn't love him? How could he have doubted her? 
Even suspected her of using and manipulating him? They kissed again. And again. And 
again. 


Nancy had a bad cold. Every time she coughed, her abdominal muscles suddenly tensed, and 
she pressed herself closer to him before falling back a bit and then coughing again. The 
sudden temperature difference had made him sweat. Sweat dripped from my hair, forming 
beads in the palms of his hands. He took off his jacket and sweater. Nancy leaned against his 


T-shirt, her soft breasts against his body. As he felt her body tense up for the next bout of 
coughing, he gently stroked her hair. "Oh, Nancy..." he began, but she put her finger on his 
lips, pushed him down onto what must have been the only chair in the whole hall, and 
climbed onto his lap. 


This was their destiny! He knew it: together. Only together could the two of them ever be 
happy! Happiness bubbled and simmered within him over theid rediscovered love. 


He kissed her again gently. "Oh, Nancy," he resumed, "how I suffered these past weeks!" 
"And what about me, Mike, knowing it was all my fault, that I could change it and didn't 
dare..." There was no end to our kisses. We caressed each other endlessly, lost in each other's 
eyes as we had been so many times bekoren in this very hall. "I love you... Mike!" 


Mike was touched to the bone by Nancy’s declaration of love. The first part pronounced 
softly and tenderly, the second loud and hard, almost like a cry for help, like a plea to hold 
her, but at the same time, a cry of fear of losing him. 


To Mike this felt as proof of the authenticity of her feelings for him, as the most beautiful sign 
of her love in months. After a while, they left their seats, reentered the crowd, jumped and 
sang along with the other revelers. They didn't need a slow song now to kiss on the dance 
floor. They were young and in love and stronger than ever: their relationship had been broken 
and they had rebuilt it. Nancy had clearly chosen him. Nothing could separate them now. This 
was forever! 


Forever? The time when Nancy had to get ready to go home came too soon. They had already 
left the hall and were waiting in the café for John to show up. 


Mike wrapped his arms around Nancy, trying to shield her from the jostling around them. 
"Nancy, how about tomorrow? How about us now?" 
"Oh, Mike, you know how much I love you, but..." 


"But?" He already knew the rest of the story by heart. So, it was nothing after all. Nancy had 
been bored without him. Period. 


Everything collapsed... or did it explode? What was he certain of anymore? Either way, the 
miraculous feeling that all the pieces of the puzzle had fallen into place on their own was 
gone. The dream of a thousand and one nights shattered. Every certainty, all his trust and 
happiness, everything he needed and longed for in his life evaporated before his eyes. 


Now he knew what a cold shower felt like. 


Every word that followed had been said at least 10 times these last days, and like do often, 
their conversation ended with Nancy getting angry: "Ah, Mike... How can you think that of 
me? How cruel can you be? I have no trouble making choices. It's best that we just stop 
dwelling on this, that you remember this as a gift, until school is over and we can be together 
again." " 


Until school is over and we can be together again," he echoed bitterly, " Nancy. You know 
this isn't sustainable; you know we'll both meet other people; that we'll drift apart from each 
other." 


"But we're still together at school, Mike." 


"Yes, and in the meantime, we've both kissed at least five other people already. Don't be 
naive, Nancy. That won't work!" 


"I only flirted with others because you did too. Can't we make some agreements? Agree not 
to flirt, not to go out together, but to stay together at school?" 


"It won't work, Nancy, it won't work. You can't be with someone and not be with them at the 
same time. Being together at school is fine if we're together outside of school too. But if we're 
not together, it becomes a problem. It can't last, Nancy." 


He felt feelings of despair, confusion, disbelief, and astonishment grow within him. How 
could she even ask this? 


"Don't you truly love me? Aren't you willing to do that for me?" 

"Ah, Nancy, you're not even listening. Stay with me, now, right now, say that it's back on!" 
“Let me think about it again, Mike." 

"No, no, no! That means 'no,' you know that, right?" 


As the conversation grew more heated, they let go of each other. After a while, they stumbled 
back into each other's arms. They kissed and caressed as if the conversation had never 
happened. But the truth was more palpable than ever. Perhaps their kisses were even more 
passionate than before the conversation, but it was cold fire now. Every kiss had become a 
farewell kiss, and they both knew it. 


John was now genuinely late. Unwilling to admit it, Mike began to hope that John would 
arrive soon. After all, they were done talking. The fire of their embrace was no longer 
sustainable. As it slowly dwindled, Nancy openly became melancholic and her cold worsened. 
He, too, was far from being a model of cheerfulness anymore. 


"Let me think about it a little longer, Mike," she repeated softly. "But I'm afraid that at this 
time, things cannot work: you would do anything for me, even things I don't want." 


With no alternative available, Mike clung to that paradoxical straw in the days that followed. 
"It won't happen," he knew, repeated to himself incessantly. But the more he said it, the more 
he understood it, the more desperately he clung to that one fragile straw of hope. 


On monday, Nancy wasn’t present at school. She was sick, John said: Sick with a cold - or 
perhaps seeking some delay? Whatever the true reason, for the next few days, Nancy stayed 
home on sick leave. 


Meanwhile, Mike feared that once again, everything would come to nothing. But just like 
before, that glimmer of hope remained, and he held onto it tirelessly. With each passing day 
she was absent, his thoughts grew more consumed. Endlessly, he plucked the daisy petals of 
his mind: "she loves me, she loves me not..." What was the point of what had happened in the 
dance hall? Did she truly love him? Or had she just been bored? What did she really want? 


The answer came on Monday of the second week after Carnival: Nancy was back at school. 
She was all smiles in the courtyard. But in the classroom, April was seated on his side of the 
table, and during break, she stayed in the classroom with April to catch up on missed lessons. 
She avoided him the entire day, not giving him a chance to ask her anything in private. 


“At least, that is clear !” Mike thought bitterly. 


The next day, Tuesday, same story. After school, Mike rode with Danny to the spot where he 
and Nancy had taken goodbye after school do many times. Danny got to use the car, and that 
day, Mike didn't have to pay to ride along. 


When Nancy turned into the street on her bike, he jumped out of the car and waved to her. 
She signaled to John to keep driving and immediately came to him. She exuded kindness and 
warmth. They chatted about trivial matters and the rain clouds looming above, as they walked 
a bit farther from Danny's prying eyes. 


He then asked her if she had forgotten that she promised him an answer. Of course, she hadn't 
forgotten. "Well, then?" "How ‘well then?” "What's your decision?" ... No answer "You've 
thought about it, right?" ... No answer 


She wore a scarf to shield herself from the cold air. He removed it from her mouth and leaned 
in to kiss her. Nancy pulled back and smiled vacantly at him. 


For a moment, it felt like he was replaying a scene from an old movie. He felt miles away 
from the reality he was part of. But then, his emotions surged forward. "I'm a loser," the 
Beatles sang within him, and this time, he felt like he could cry. Except he absolutely didn't 
want to cry then and there. So, he turned abruptly, ran without a proper goodbye, back to 
Danny, who was patiently waiting in the car. 


Danny was in an unusually good mood. "Let's go!" he called out, feigning cheerfulness, and 
they laughed and chatted as they drove home. Yet, he felt even further detached from the 
world he was reluctantly participating in than he had moments before. "You can share 
happiness," he pondered somberly, "but when you're truly unhappy, you're always completely 
alone." 


The next morning, totally unexpectedly, Nancy asked him to go with her to a party ina 
neighbouring town the following Sunday. However, she also immediately made it clear that 
she hadn't yet decided if she wanted to be with him again. 


So, he awaited that Sunday with mixed feelings to accompany her. Nancy was in a cheerful 
mood, and they arrived in good spirits. Arrived at a small café amid a jubilant crowd, he 
asked her to first clear out the situation between them, because without clarity he didn't know 
how to behave. Nancy explained that she wanted him as a friend, hoped they could have fun 


together. But truly dating again? No, that couldn't happen. Maybe later, once they had their 
diplomas. 


He replied again that he didn't believe in such an arrangement and that he simply couldn't do 
it: either they loved each other and would truly be together, or they wouldn't, in which case, 
they should let each other go to avoid unnecessary unhappiness. Nancy stood her ground, 
leaving them somber and silent , and soon they returned back home, both of them convinced 
now that things between them were definitely over. 


It was clear that Nancy was struggling to balance her feelings for Mike with her desire for 
independence. She seemed more than ever torn between her strong emotions for him and her 
fear of being tied down too early in life. Her inability to give a clear answer, her reluctance to 
fully commit, and her wish to maintain a friendship while avoiding a romantic relationship al 
pointed to a strong internal conflict regarding her feelings and her need for personal space. 
Apparently, now she had made a firm decision that she first wanted to have fun and find out 
what offerings life helt for her, before considering to commit herself to a boy. 


On the other hand, Mike was ready to settle. He was in search of love and stability. His 
behavior could even be interpreted as codependent. He had developed an excessive reliance 
on Nancy for his own emotional well-being, self-worth, and validation. His intense need for 
Nancy's validation, his willingness to change himself for her, and his tendency to blame 
himself for their problems indicated strong codependent tendencies. 


Bit by bit, Mike learned how to pretend. "Now when there is a smile on his face," he sang 
along with Smokey Robinson, "it's only there to fool the public." He had always been inclined 
towards melancholy. The affair with Nancy had dealt a serious blow to his self-esteem. This 
new failure wasn't doing him any favors either. The whole situation consumed him, making 
him increasingly uncertain. Just as love could color one's entire life, brighten it up, and make 
everything fall into place, he was now generalizing in the opposite direction. He felt like an 
outcast, rejected, misunderstood by everyone. Every event seemed to prove it over and over 
again. A disagreement with a teacher was no longer a challenge, but proof of his misfit status. 
An argument with his father, a broken bag, or a rain shower on his roof... the whole world 
seemed to conspire against him. 


Inside, he was simply inconsolable, because who was there to comfort him? No one. He was 
utterly alone! He indulged in willingly making himself suffer more by playing "their" songs, 
thinking about Nancy, trying to dissect everything that had been said and done between them, 
searching for mistakes and misunderstandings. 


On Wednesday, he simply stayed home from school. He spent the entire morning in bed (the 
devil's pillow), truly physically exhausted. In the afternoon, he tried to "study" a bit, which in 
practice meant he was sleeping above the covers instead of under them. 


On Thursday morning, he declared himself sick again. But by noon, he had been tossing and 
turning and overthinking for so long that he couldn't stand staying in bed any longer. He 
freshened up and drove to school. 


The first person he encountered was Nancy, or rather, Nancy encountered him. Her face lit 
up: 


e Finally, I thought you wouldn't come anymore! 

e I didn't feel well this morning. 

e Oh, I'm so glad you're back. I thought you'd be gone for good because of me. I've 
suffered so much in the past few days! 

e Come on, be serious! 

e Mike, don't be so dramatic, what's wrong now? 

e Well, if you really want to know, I stayed home because of you, but what else can I do 
except come back? We have to attend the same school for the next two years. Besides, 
this is the best school in town. I can't just start working now, can I? But maybe it's 
better if we just don't talk to each other anymore. If you've suffered as much as I have, 
it's clear that we're just ruining each other's lives! 

e How can you say that, Mike!? 


Well, how could he say that? Because Paul was right, damn it! Nancy had become poison for 
him, and the only healing antidote was abstinence. Interacting with other people, completely 
ignoring each other. It had come out spontaneously, and he found it more than defensible: it 


was the only solution in their situation. 


The bell prevented him from delving further into the topic. Saved by the bell? - Or not 
exactly? 


In class, Nancy stared at him the whole time. He refused to look back at her. It didn't provide 
immediate solace for his mood, as he was now equally obsessed with ignoring her as he had 


been earlier with trying to maintain as much contact with her as possible. 


When he had to go to the board for an exercise, he glanced sideways as he passed her desk. 
Nancy was drawing "M"s on her desk. It hurt him. 


From the front of the class, he couldn't help but see her sitting there. She looked so sad that it 
had to be an act. But wasn't he playing the same act too? Wasn't he also constantly walking 
around with such a mournful face? Was that fake for him too? 
When she looked at him, he quickly looked away (voluntarily a bit too late? Was he also 
playing games?). During the break, he took "The Power and The Glory" out of his bag. He 
moved to the back row and started reading. 
Someone sat down next to him on the right. He looked to the left, out the window. 
Look, a pigeon flew by! 
He felt a hand on his neck, on his back. Where had that pigeon gone? 

e Are you mad at me, Mike? 
The pigeon must be sitting on an invisible branch somewhere. 


e Mike, say something! 


Power games, that's what they were playing; they were playing chess, it had nothing to do 
with love. Today he won because he was angry. All other days, she won... 


Oh, look, there was the pigeon again — was it the same one? 


e Why did you stay home, Mike? | was waiting for you! Roger was now between the pigeon 
and him, looking at them strangely. 


"Act normal," he thought, "just answer. Repeat that it's better to have no contact with each 
other." 


He remained silent. 
Nancy stroked his hair now. 


e could have guessed, you... Her voice choked. Her hand disappeared. Nancy disappeared. 
Roger walked back to his seat. 


The pigeon was gone. 


He couldn't make heads or tails of what he was reading. The teacher had said something to 
him, but he hadn't paid the slightest attention to it. 


Now he saw Nancy crying at her desk. The ultimate weapon! 
Oh, shit! 
And against all the rules, the king put himself in checkmate. 


He almost literally felt something snap within him as he stood up like a robot and went to sit 
next to Nancy. He scooted as close to her as possible. 


e Nancy? 
Nancy remained silent. "Now we're getting the game in reverse," he thought grimly. 


e Of course, I'm not mad, Nancy. | simply can't be mad at you, but the way we're going about 
this can't continue: either we're together, or we're not. Everything else is madness! I'm 
simply being destroyed by the cat-and-mouse game of the past few weeks. 

e Cat and mouse. There you go again, Mike. | love you too! Do you think I'm not suffering? You 
always view everything from your own perspective! 

e Everything... always... only... | hear you! Don't fool yourself, Nancy. Either you love me, and 
then we continue together; or you don't love me, and then we have to distance ourselves 
from each other. 

e Don't say that, Mike, you don't know what you're asking of me. 

e Apparently not, Nancy. Explain it to me then, please, I'm eager to know, because | really 
don't understand you! 


Meanwhile, the teacher had come in. He had said something to Mike, but he hadn't paid the slightest 
attention to it. Now he was making signs that indicated his patience was less than endless. Nancy 
stared at him when he came toward them with a foreboding look on his face. 


"This isn't worth it ..." he pushed aside the thought of a confrontation. Standing up, he planted a little 
kiss on Nancy's head and returned to his seat. The wise man in front continued to look angry at him, 


but he clearly avoided Nancy's gaze and said nothing. He walked a bit further, up to Nancy's desk, as 
if to show he was in control of the situation, and then returned to the board. 


"Alright, now that this point is settled, maybe we can start thinking about the lesson," he said 
ironically. 


In the back of the classroom, Mike didn't know if he should feel angry, happy, or sad. So he just tried 
to act as normal as possible. “ Perhaps that day he should have pushed on, taken advantage of 
Nancy's temporary weakness to force something” he later thought. But he didn’t even believe his 
own words anymore and then, his bag of tricks was empty: Whatever he tried, there was only one 
constant: everything was going wrong. Besides, Nancy held all the cards, not him and it was clear 
meanwhile that between him and the promises and mysteries held by that big, new world outside, 
he had lost the game. Nancy wanted to concentrate on her studies and avoid problems at school. 
O.k. , but at that point she knew he could accommodate her. What he could not do, was her the fun 
she looked for outside school. Meeting other boys before committing herself to one, discover new 
things ... 


But maybe completely ignoring her wasn't the best solution either. He had to learn to accept the 
situation: simply interact with her like with anyone else in the class. Hadn't he taken a photocopy of a 
page from his Spanish textbook a long time ago, showing a dove flying away from an outstretched 
hand, with the text below: "Si amas algo, dejalo libre. Si vuelve es porque es tuyo y si no vuelve es 
porque nunca lo fue." Spanish? He really needed to start working on his Spanish, because he hadn't 
done much with his Spanish lessons since the exam period. With this thought, his original strategy 
was in the water again. 


The next few days seemed like he had made the right choice: they were extremely friendly and 
courteous to each other, but they avoided standing together. He also didn't go out for a couple of 
weeks. But the boredom during the weekends was perhaps the clearest sign that he was deluding 
himself. Whether he wanted to think about it or not, the lack of a strong hug now and then, and 
especially the realization that it was over between them, that Nancy was probably having fun with 
other guys during the weekends, gnawed at his mood and quickly made him feel worse again. 


March Sth had arrived. Now that they were supposedly interacting as regular classmates, 
Mike took advantage of April's sick leave to exchange his lonely spot at the back of the class 
for the empty seat next to Nancy. While their geography teacher was busy drawing on the 
board, Nancy sat beside him, filling a piece of paper with numbers: nineteen and nine, nine 
and nineteen... then systematically erasing the nines and circling the nineteens. 


"Think about something else," Mike whispered to Nancy as he gently patted her back. 


She stopped drawing and gave his upper leg a soft squeeze, causing him to blush deeply. She 
noticed and grinned playfully, which only intensified his embarrassment. 


Mike couldn't resist asking Nancy for a clarification after the lesson: 


e What did all that mean just now, Nancy? 

e Oh, Mike, if only | knew what's best for me. 

e You won't know until you try, young lady. 

e That's the thing, Mike: | actually want to try two things simultaneously to see where they 
lead. 

e §=6And that will be difficult, | assume? 


Exactly. 

Then there's only one thing to do, Nancy. 

What's that? 

Choose. Are you familiar with that word? Choose one of the two and put the other possibility 
in the freezer. 


She found the metaphor amusing. Surprisingly amusing. She burst into laughter, avoiding 
having to choose yet again. 


"You're going down the wrong path again!" Mike warned himself. However, this didn't 
prevent him from feeling sad once more. Fortunately, the religion teacher entered the room, 
diverting his thoughts. 


The next weekend, Mike was back at the dance hall. Nancy was there too, not in the best 
mood due to stomach pain. To his surprise, she asked him to stroke her belly and danced 
almost every slow dance with him. Belly to belly. Nancy "riding" his upper leg, as if it were 
the most natural thing in the world. Kissing was off-limits, though... or was it? Resistance 
seemed weak. Could he do something about it? But what could the outcome be as long as she 
hadn't confirmed her choice? 


He was starting to feel bad himself. What was he even hoping to achieve? 


But, as the evening progressed, Nancy's mood improved. Neither of them wanted to spoil the 
fun with heavy conversations, so they danced. And when they weren't dancing, they moved to 
the rhythm from the edge of the dance floor. Late in the evening, Nancy found an empty 
chair. He plopped down next to her and let his hand glide along the inside of her leg. Nancy 
didn't move, allowed it to happen, but she also didn't look at him. . "Stop! Stop immediately!" 
his guardian angel commanded. With his hand now resting on her thigh, he battled himself 
internally. Eventually, he gave in and used his hand to take a sip of beer. 


Still, he felt content on the way home. "A little goes a long way," he thought ironically, but 
despite that, he felt upbeat, even happy. There was only one reason for it, and he knew it was 
a very wrong one. But the heart has its reasons, of which reason knows nothing. Regardless, 
his hope had doubled once again. 


On Monday at school, Nancy told him that she had dreamt about him: they were walking 
through the fields, somewhere behind a little chapel, and they made love in the grass... 


On Tuesday, Nancy brought up a story about Peyton Place, her favorite TV show. Rodney 
had asked Allison on Monday night if she wanted to marry him. Marleen told Mike that she 
had almost confessed everything to her mother that evening. Even in bed, she had spent hours 
thinking, "I'll get up and tell my parents everything." But in the end, she hadn't dared, had 
stayed put, and eventually fallen asleep. 


"Almost" once again. Whether true or not, a hidden message or another paradox in the series, 
her stories made him happy for a few days. By the end of that week, though, he was back to 
square one because of it. The nice plan to be good friends was shattered again: the kind of 
stories Marleen told him weren't meant for a classmate, they were meant for a real friend, a 
boyfriend, a guy, whatever. It couldn't be that she continued to "bind" him, kept telling him 


she loved him, but didn't really want to be with him. Their relationship needed to be sorted 
out! 


e Are you coming to the dance hall tonight? 

e Why? 

e For me. Just because I'm asking you, because | like it. 

e Of course, for you. | know you're not asking me for your canary, but why for you? 

e = Just, for no reason. 

e Can think about it? 

e Wow, apparently I've asked you a heavy question! 

e I'm scared, Mike, that you're not asking me just to go out together normally. 

e Marleen, you know | love you. You know | want to be with you, but I'm doing that right now 
and here, and you're standing here talking to me too, aren't you? 

e That's different. Let's keep it like this, Mike. Isn't it enjoyable this way? Don't start asking 
again. 

e It can't go on like this for me, Nancy. It just can't continue like this! 

e Oh, are you starting again? Aren't we excellent friends now? 

e Friendship... bah! | don't want your friendship, Nancy, | want your love! If you don't 
understand that: you keep telling me that you love me, dream of me, think about me all the 
time... and then you come and talk to me about friendship. You'reamusiing, Nancy! 
Pleasurable, indeed, to have someone who can drop you whenever it suits them and pick you 
back up when it suits them. You're toying with me, Nancy, you're abusing my feelings, you're 
humiliating me... Friendship? Give me a break! 

e Mike !! 

e Explode! 


Mike turned around, and walked away. But the feeling that he had put an end to their 
relationship, or whatever was left of it, himself became more unbearable by the meter, leaving 
him utterly desperate. He turned back and raced after her. 


When Nancy noticed him, she said something to John, and stopped. Right near a little chapel, 
in the midst of fields, a playground for untamed dreams... 


"I'm sorry, Nancy, I'm sorry..." 


With a face twisted in pain, he begged her for forgiveness. Rarely had he felt so humiliated, 
so worthless. He could barely utter a word. She wiped his eyes with her handkerchief, telling 
him that she still loved him just as much; that no matter what he said, her love for him would 
always remain. He still couldn't speak a word. She planted a kiss on his lips, then turned 
around and hurried to catch up with John. 


Mike remained dazed and bewildered, staring after her for a while before beginning his 
journey back. It felt as though he was moving through a different world, like he was watching 
himself in some kind of soap opera. "I still love you just as much, Mike, you have to believe 
that"... There was a time when those words would have made him ecstatic. Now they were so 
inflated, so frequently misused, so often contradicted by reality that they mainly invoked a 
sense of alienation. 


Back home, he slammed his fists against the bathroom wall in pure rage. His entire body was 
screaming for action. He lay on the bed for a while, but the tension persisted. He kicked the 
foot of the bed with all his might a few times. Nothing helped. Without eating, he fled home 


and started walking. Aimlessly, until around five hours later, in the early evening, he entered a 
small town, about 24 km away from home. It was only then that he realized he carried almost 
no money at all and sooner or later had to return home anyway. 


Walking away had been an escape, meaningful in its senselessness, an outlet for pent-up 
frustration, a means and an end in itself. Returning was much harder. Thankfully, he didn't 
have blisters on his feet. But still: returning felt little meaningful: What was he returning to? 
He was going back to where he had walked away from, back to square one. Returning wasn't 
a solution; it was a capitulation. Occasionally, he could catch a ride with a car for a short 
distance, but a significant part of the return journey was also on foot. Plenty of time for his 
favorite pastime: pointless pondering, chaotic thinking. 


He once again arrived at the conclusion that despite everything, Nancy still loved him, and 
that all the problems arose from her inability to decide between him and the bug wide world. 


But just five kilometers further, a completely different conclusion dawned upon him: Nancy 
was new to the school. Since the beginning of the school year, they had focused entirely on 
each other, which meant she hadn't had the opportunity to mingle during those first few 
months when cliques formed. Now, she probably had a harder time finding people to connect 
with without appearing as the odd one out. No wonder that, though dhe refused to dste him, 
she always returned to him at school ... 


On the other hand, he had pretty much isolated himself at school. When he wasn't sitting next 
to Nancy in class, he often sat alone. In these circumstances, it was no wonder that their 
separation outside of school was much easier to implement than within it: at school, they were 
just too reliant on each other! 


A few more kilometers down the road, he found himself pondering about sex. Was it possible 
that a mix of desire and fear for seks was the cause for many of their problems? ... But why 
hadn't this topic come up yet? 


It was a long, exhausting journey. By the time he arrived home, deep into the night, he was 
dead tired. Yet there was a certain satisfaction with his ultimate conclusion: whatever the true 
reason, whatever even Nancy’s feelings, he had to concentrate on his own happiness. Contine 
to behave the way he had been doing, simply was no option. 


From today on, the first commandment of his belief would be: “There is nothing between 
Nancy and me.” 


The next day was Sunday. Normally, Mike never went to the dance hall on Sundays, but 
having missed his evening out the orevious day, he decided he could just as well have a look 
in the dance hall in Sunday. 


It was a bit later than usual when John arrived at the dance hall. Sundays usually saw fewer 
people than Saturdays. He immediately noticed Nancy and approached her with a cheerful 
greeting. She didn't even reply. He ordered a beer for himself, but Nancy pointed to her full 
glass of Coke, refusing to order anything else. When the waiter brought his beer, Nancy still 
hadn't spoken a word, nor looked at him even for a second. So what? Was it over or was it 
not? 


He seized the opportunity to start dancing. A bit later, he found himself in an animated 
conversation with a Dutch girl, Marianne. She was staying with friends in the city. Shortly 
thereafter, he embarked on a pub-hopping adventure around town with her and the newlywed 
couple she was staying with. 


Being the youngest and only student in the group, Mike struggled from the beginning to keep 
up with the pace at which new beers were ordered. He quickly got quite tipsy. Somewhere 
between two dance halls, he realized that Marianne had secured a place in his arms. She was 
talking twice as much and laughing three times as much, behaving incredibly. She confessed 
him with a giggle that she had never kissed a Belgian before ... although they had barely even 
kissed at all. "As if she's collecting nationalities," he thought ironically, but it didn’t really 
bother him because, all in all, this was more enjoyable than he had anticipated earlier in the 
evening. 


Around eleven o'clock, the little company re-entered the dance hall, where “la bamba" was 
playung, "To go to heaven, you need a big ladder and a something more," he sang inbetween 
sharing kisses with Marianne. 


But then he noticed her: a strange, contorted face flickering and fading under the rapidly 
changing lights; two wide-open eyes above a tightly shut mouth in a grimace. A déja vu? 
Almost. Something was different this time: an expression of extreme disdain, disgust, hatred... 
directed right at him. "Du bist alles was ich habe auf der Welt ..." echoed through the hall at 
that very moment. 


Marianne clung to him, pulling him into the dance. He deliberately refused to look in Nancy's 
direction. When he finally did so after some time, she was gone. He continued dancing. For a 
moment, he even doubted, against all reason, whether he had actually seen her. The alcohol, 
the atmosphere... maybe it wasn't a déja vu but a mirage? 


However, he couldn't laugh at my own foolishness. By the time he was returning home, 
clearly intoxicated, two hours later, very little of the audacity with which he had thrown 
himself into this evening remained. 


"Crazy,"he pondered when he struggled under the covers a little later, "that I'm trying to 
console myself with the thought that it's probably over for her too now. As if that's what I 
really want. And besides, ... 'what'?" What can be definitively over, since there's nothing that 
hasn't been ended much earlier... Yuck, I must be schizophrenic to think like this!" 


The next morning, he woke up with a pounding headache and one image in his head: Nancy's 
contorted face. "Nancy must love me if she reacted that way to my flirtation," he groaned. Just 
like the countless times before when, in strange circumstances, he saw proof of her love for 
him, which thought in a strange way made him happy again. 


... Until he got to school. 


At first, Nancy tried to act as if nothing was wrong. But that didn't last even two minutes. She 
told him her story in bits and pieces throughout the breaks. Told in an accusing, biting, 
disappointed tone. If anyone joined them, the story would stop, she would fall silent, not utter 
a word until they were alone again and the chance to continue arose. 


She had actually intended to go home, she said, after regretting the entire evening for driving 
me away with her rigid attitude. But that attitude was due to her sadness and insecurity. Did 
he still not know that? And then, unexpectedly, she saw him there: the exuberant clown of the 
circus. Kissing, too. Trembling all over, she fled to the restrooms, had to hold onto the heating 
pipes there to calm down. Only after a while did she look for John and they returned home. 
She had spent half the night crying in bed... 


* “T have long doubted your feelings for me, but now it's definitely over. Over. Over. Over. I 
don't know you anymore!” 


"Funny that she wants me only when I turn away from her,” he ironically thought. "Was the 
goal achieved?" he kept asking himself the whole time: "Was this what I had decided during 
my walk? And more importantly, is this what I really want?" 


His suspicion reared its head once more: "Perhaps that flirtation was just what Nancy needed 
to finally make her decision ?" 


After all, she had been given plenty of chances! 


Then doubt transformed back into suspicion: he had seen her face, felt her biting 
disappointment. Regardless of what she said, her words were in agreement with her body 
language this time. 


Gradually, he became more convinced that no one could play a role like this for any reason. 
What Nancy was saying came straight from her heart. But doubt still gnawed at him: 
"Unless..., unless her feelings are completely determined by the fact that she doesn't want me, 
but at the same time can't let go either, and so can't stand the idea that I've finally tried to 
break free from her completely." 


"Don't talk nonsense, Nancy, you flirt too!" he eventually retorted angrily, when she 
continued to shower him with reproaches on Wednesday. 


“Not since a month, but you're completely clueless too!” 


She had spat it out bitterly, angrily, and it hit home. Before he realized it, he was already 
dissecting the hidden meanings in what she was telling him. Before he became fully aware, 
his earlier resolution had already evaporated again, and he was once again pondering how 
Nancy felt and saw their relationship, getting entangled in her thoughts. 


John added to the mix, telling him that he was baffled by their behavior and had asked Nancy 
for an explanation. "And?" Mike asked, burning with curiosity. 


"She's head over heels in love with you," John replied neutrally, "but nothing in the world will 
change her mind: studies come first, then affairs of the heart!" 


Mike understood that this must have been a message from Nancy. Whatever it was, it left him 
feeling both happy and sad at the same time, as if he were split into two parts with entirely 
different dreams and desires. But hadn't he grown accustomed to that by now? 


More things happened: the following week, he had Spanish class on Tuesday evening, a rare 
exception. Nancy also had evening classes on Tuesdays. She informed him on Wednesday 
how she had gone in search of him, seen him sitting in the class, and couldn't take her eyes off 
him as he worked seriously. A friend she had dragged all over school in search of him had 
come to Mike that same day and asked why he wasn't getting back with Nancy... as if it were 
up to him! 


The next Monday, the students were briefed at the school gate that a three-day teacher strike 
had started: those who wanted could enter, the others were kindly asked to return home, since 
no classes would be given. 


So they headed straight to the café! However, Nancy and John left after just one drink, so he 
didn't really enjoy himself, and by noon, he also headed home to eat. 


Three days of strike... "What if I..." he gathered his courage and went to Nancy's house 
unannounced on Wednesday "to quickly finish some homework." 


On the way there, he was afraid of her reaction. But that turned out to be entirely unnecessary: 
Nancy was overjoyed when he unexpectedly showed up at her house. 


By the time he had copied his homework for the third time, she was stroking his hands, 
pressing her legs under the table against his, leaning heavily over him to see where he was 
writing, and then, with her head against his, her hair partly in his face, she kept looking at his 
paper. "Is this wrong?" she asked in a strange tone, just to say something, so her mother in the 
other room wouldn't get suspicious. 


She had been to the doctor on Monday because she had been having stomach pains lately, she 
told him. The doctor had asked her a series of questions: whether she fell asleep quickly at 
night, whether she slept well, whether she brooded over problems, whether everything went 
smoothly at home, whether there were problems at school... "With every question, I thought 
of you, Mike..." 


It's strange how someone's stomach ache can comfort you at moments like these! 


But on Thursday, at school, there was nothing, absolutely nothing, left of the cozy atmosphere 
at her home. From the morning, things were sour: Nancy had taken a seat in the front row. 
Always the best sign that something was seriously wrong between them, because when she sat 
there, they couldn't communicate: no more touches, no more exchanging notes, no more 
stolen glances and smiles. No more helping each other during quizzes... 


"I can't pay enough attention in the back," she weakly defended herself during the class 
change. 


During the lunch break, he read an essay she had written. "Movies where love triumphs don't 
correspond to reality," she wrote. 


For some incomprehensible reason, she was furious when he told her he had read her essay. 
"Now I'll definitely sit in the front row," she snapped at him. He was perplexed, couldn't see 
any connection, and certainly no relationship between what had happened and the way she 
was reacting. "It'll blow over," he initially thought, and in the following days, he occasionally 


sat next to her in the front row. He might as well have been sitting next to a salt block: Nancy 
completely ignored him. 


April 1st unexpectedly turned out to be a day of the good old kind: Perhaps she was longing 
for the enjoyable chemistry lessons of old, because when the teacher had them work on a 
number of assignments on the blackboard together and couldn't resist making a stream of 
ambiguous remarks about their "loving cooperation,” she played along. 


They had one of their most enjoyable lessons ever and eventually left the class laughing 
together. The following days were marked by this lesson: alone or in a group with their 
classmates, the pranks of that day were recalled countless times. 


April 4th, the first Sunday of the Easter vacation, they found each other again at the dance 
hall. The good atmosphere was still there: they danced together a few times and enjoyed 
themselves together like in the better days, albeit as two friends, as both of them were afraid 
that one wrong word or gesture would spoil the fun. 


Until John appeared and Nancy left with him. 

"I love you, never forget that," she whispered unexpectedly as they said goodbye. 

He continued to watch her in surprise until she had left the hall. 

After that, it took fourteen days before he saw her again for the first time. But how different 
everything was then! There, in the same hall, almost in the same place. There was Nancy, 
when he entered the hall, in an intimate embrace with Roland, a blond boy he had never seen 
before. She didn't even greet him as he walked past them, just glanced at him briefly, then 


turned her head back to Roland and kissed him again. 


He left the hall and wandered around the city. Without enjoying himself. Of course. "Next 
time, I'll bring a book with me when I go out," he thought bitterly. 


He tried to act as if nothing had happened at school on Monday. It wasn't his words, but his 
face that betrayed that he was only pretending. 


They also had assigned seats next to each other in the language lab. Here, he couldn't avoid 
Nancy. Without preamble, she confronted him about his behavior: 


“Do you have to be mad about that, Mike?” 
“Who's mad? Can't you see how much fun I'm having?” 


... And he intentionally pulled the cable of his tape recorder to have a good reason to move to 
a other table. 


The rest of the week was terrible. They both avoided each other as much as they could, but 
each time their eyes met, a terrible, strange feeling resurfaced. “We are both trying to create 
space between us" Mike realised. 


The following weekend, they attend a school party. At one point , unconsciously, Mike and 
Nancy found themselves increasingly isolated from the others. Suddenly, Nancy rose from her 
seat and moved over to Mike. Without speaking one single word, she kissed him on the lips. 


"What's that for?" he asked, laughing. 
"Mike, what would you think about dating me again ... until the end of the school year?" 


She had waited a moment before posing the question, and now she just looked at him with a 
friendly expression, waiting for his answer. 


"As if she just asked what time it is" Mike thought incredulously. 


The longer he looked at her, the harder it became for him to respond. Once again, he felt the 
enchantment growing from those two pairs of eyes that held their souls captive, erasing the 
rest of the world and working as two channels through which their souls merged into each 
other. Every moment longer here, alone with her, revived the old feelings more vividly. 


"Sorry, but I can’t do that, Nancy.” 


He could barely get the words out, and when he spoke them, they sounded so soft that he 
wasn't even sure he had said them himself. 


However, Nancy had indeed heard them. 
"You did say you want me back?" she asked in disbelief, not understanding his decision. 


"And I still do," he replied quietly. "But I have too much respect for you, and I simply love 
you too much to start something like this. If you return to me, it must be without conditions 
attached. It must be with the intention of building something stable and durable together.” 


Mike felt strange, empty, and melancholic as he headed home a little later. It seemed to him 
that one by one, all the chapters of his young life were being closed, without even the slightest 
trace of new developments on the horizon. 


But life continued. Somehow, Nancy’s strange proposal had driven them farther apart than all 
that had happened before. It was as if, suddenly, both young people understood how far apart 
from each other their dreams and expectations were. 


Both Mike and Nancy now made an effort to build separate school lives without each other. 
Nancy started spending more time with the other girls in the class during lunch breaks and 
recreational periods. 


Mike turned to his old friends Paul and Roger; but since they had been sitting together in class 
for almost the entire school year, he often felt like the odd one out. Over the past school year, 
he had gotten into the habit of spending an afternoon or evening at Roger's house about once a 
month. He had resumed those visits, but after a few times, he had stopped again, so he now 
couldn't muster the courage to show up at Roger’s house just because things were clearly over 
with Nancy. 


A bond slowly developed with Marc, who had joined their class that year. Mike and Marc 
began spending time together, going to see movies and buying books. They even went to 
performances of Pink Floyd, Deep Purple, and Maurice Béyart. 


He also rekindled a friendship with Rudy, another classmate. Rudy was a peculiar character, a 
bit of a stammerer, and he tried to overcome this by sharing the most absurd stories with 
everyone. He was into Flower Power and the hippie movement, followed yoga, quoted from 
the Bhagavad Gita, revered Hare Krishna, bleached his hair, had a unique sense of humor, and 
above all, had an interest in culture that Mike had a lot to learn from. Not your average 
person. 


Although their friendship developed slowly, Mike and Rudy gradually spent more time 
together. They started watching movies, buying books, and attending events. 


These new connections didn't immediately fill the void left by Nancy, so Mike still found 
himself going from one melancholic mood to another. 


As the school year progressed, the exams arrived faster than anticipated. Mike had to rely on 
Paul for help in German and Commercial Arithmetic. In the lab, he still sat next to Nancy, so 
they corrected each other's exams for chemistry and physics before handing them in. The 
other written tests posed no problems. 


The last school days were marked by visiting a nearby bar every day with almost half of the 
class. Mike was first in line for the last oral exam, and when he finished, he saw that Nancy 
was sitting alone at the other side of the room. He asked her about her exam, but she didn't 
respond. He walked away, then returned to see her pulling her raincoat from under a pile of 
clothes and leaving with John. She walked past Mike without a word, clearly angry. 


"Somehow, she must not have done well on her exam, that's for sure," Roger commented, 
surprised. 


Mike knew better, of course. 

The following Saturday, they only had to come to school to return their books. Marc picked 
Mike up in his car, and they arrived as the last ones. They dropped off their books and headed 
to the closest pub. Nancy was there. She sat on a barstool, looking lost. They joined her, 
ordered something to drink, and Marc sold class photos. Nancy clearly was in an extremely 
bad mood, and Mike sensed it affecting him too. 

"Are you waiting for someone?" he asked. 

"No." 

"What do you think about the exams? Did you manage?" 

"How do you mean 'manage'?" 


"Weren't you trying to finish second in the class?" 


"Oh yes, that..." 


"Well?" 

"Maybe." 

The debate ended, the mood soured even more. Mike decided he needed to speak with Nancy, 
to make plans for the evening. But she said she had arranged to meet with John at another 
pub, and left. Mike, somewhat reluctantly, joined Paul. To his surprise, Nancy returned after 


about half an hour and joined them. She was in a completely different mood now. 


"Well, what drink do you want for me? I promised you a drink if I finished second, didn't I?" 
she asked all smile 


"Congratulations again, girl! And next year, first place, right?" 

"You can count on it. So, what'll it be?" 

Inbetween, Nancy mentioned she had a new boyfriend, surprising Mike for the third time that 
day. "Who is still looking for any meaning behind a simple kiss or handshake? Only you, 
fool, still look for signs of love," Mike thought bitterly. He resolved not to expose himself, 
when reacting to her announcement. 

"Great! Then it promises to be a pleasant vacation for you!" he replied, smiling. 

"Why?" She answered in a genuinely surprised tone. 

“Well, I duppose It must be nice: sun, summer, vacation, and someone you love?!" 

"Oh, that. Yes, I suppose. Thank you." 


Was Mike fooling himself, or was she looking at him as if he should be at least angry or sad? 


"You could maybe come over during the vacation," she unexpectedly suggested as their gazes 
seemingly couldn't break away. 


"T'll send you a postcard." 
“A postcard? Why?" 


"Well, I'm leaving for the hotel again on Sunday until early September. What are you doing 
during the vacation?" 


"Oh, nothing much. I asked for a moped at home. | think I'll enjoy myself." 


Paul had to leave by train. He left them on their own, sitting next to each other, feeling a bit 
awkwardly. 


"Mike... give me the address of that hotel, will you?." 


Mike wrote the address on a beer coaster and handed it to her. 


"When a man loves a woman" played in the background. But they clearly had nothing more to 
say. All roads to each other seemed blocked, definitively cut off. 


Nancy started looking around for an exit. 
"John is waiting for me at the Monopole," she said absently but made no move to leave. 
"T'll go then," Mike said. 


Him leaving first? Even Nancy must have sensed the unusualness of it: he ran away with 
Danny last week, and now he was doing the same again. 


"Wait, I'll come with you." 


And together they stepped into the sunlight. Nancy turned left towards the Monopole, and 
Mike turned right towards the bike storage where he ha left his bike. No handshakes. No 
kisses. Almost no eye contact. 


"Goodbye!" 
"See you!" 


That night, lying in bed, Mike felt abandoned but also relieved. Once again, he had realized 
how difficult it was, how impossible it was to stand in front of her, even in a friendly way. He 
knew everything was over, definitively and irreversibly over. Slowly, other thoughts entered 
his mind. Tomorrow, he had a "big farewell to the school year" party waiting with Paul, 
George, Rudy, and a few other classmates, and then ... off to the hotel. 


Chapter 8: Moving Forward 


After that night, as Mike walked away from Nancy, his mind was a whirlwind of emotions 
and thoughts. He couldn't help but reflect on the profound impact their relationship had on his 
personal growth. He had learned more about himself in those few months with Nancy than he 
had in years of introspection. He realized that love wasn't just about fleeting moments of 
happiness; it was about mutual respect, understanding, and supporting each other's dreams. 


In the following weeks and months, Mike took time to reflect on the lessons he had gained 
from their experiences together. He acknowledged that while their young love had ended, the 
growth he experienced during that time was invaluable. He understood that love, like life, was 
a journey of discovery, and their paths had simply diverged. 


As the summer sun warmed the seaside resort, Mike found himself working at the hotel, 
surrounded by new faces and fresh opportunities. Far away from Nancy, he met other 
interesting girls and started dating again, aiming to build the kind of loving, supportive, and 
positive relationship he had come to believe in. However, his attempts didn’t immediately 
bear fruit. He faced challenges, experiencing failures and rejections that taught him more 
about resilience and self-worth. 


Several times, his relationships faltered because the girls he met were not ready to commit. 
They sought happiness, excitement, and fun, but were hesitant to embrace the responsibilities 
that came with commitment. Mike understood that timing was a crucial factor in love, and he 
continued his search for a connection that aligned with his goals. 


In his journey, Mike faced significant challenges that tested his heart and determination. He 
fell in love with two British girls, each time experiencing the joy of connection but also the 
pain of external circumstances that hindered the relationship's progress. Despite these 
setbacks, he persevered and remained hopeful that the right person would come into his life. 


Within the year, as autumn leaves started to fall, Mike found the girl he would eventually 
marry. Their connection was strong, built on shared values, dreams, and a deep understanding 
of what it meant to grow together. 


As for Nancy, her path also took her towards marriage. She had met someone at the end of the 
school year, someone who made her heart sing and her life brighter. 


As Mike and Nancy's paths diverged further, they occasionally glimpsed each other's lives 
from a distance. Their brief relationship had left an indelible mark on their hearts, influencing 
their choices, their understanding of love, and their growth as individuals. 


In the end, as they stood on the threshold of adulthood, they contemplated the complexities of 
teenage romance. They understood that while young love could be intense and transformative, 
it was just the beginning of a much larger journey. They carried forward the lessons learned, 
the memories cherished, and the gratitude for the role they had played in each other's lives. 


And so, the story of Mike and Nancy came full circle, from the intense highs and lows of 
young love to the more mature understanding of friendship and personal growth. Their paths 
had diverged, but the memories of their journey together remained a part of them, reminding 
them of the complexities and beauty of young love and teenage relationships. Mike and 


Nancy continued, each walking their own path, but forever carrying a piece of their shared 
history in their hearts. 


